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CHAPTER I. 

A dear old lady tells us this story in the late 
autumn eyenings. Now the harvest is iu, huge 
haycocks shelter the gable, the hooey is strained 
and put by in jars, the apples are ripened and 
stored ; the logs begin to sputter and sing in the 
big parlor at evening, hot cakes to steam on the 
tea table, and the pleasant lamp-lit hours to spread 
themselves. Indoors things begin to have mean- 
ing looks of their own, our limbs grow quiet and 
our brains begin to work. The moors beyond the 
windows take strange expressions in the twilight, 
and fold mysteries into their hollows with the 
shadows of the night. The maids in the kitchen 
sing wild ballads to one another round the ingle ; 
and when one of us youcg folks threads the ram- 
bling passages above to fetch a stray thimble from 
one of the lavender scented bed rooms, she comes 

*-- back flying down the great hollow staircase as if a 

^^ troop of ghosts were at her heels. It is the time 
to enjoy a story, a true story, the story of a real 

{ J life ; and here it is, as our dear old lady is telling 

C- "> it to us. 

R^ When I first learned, my children, that I was 
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a TBI Xa-HK miss HOLLXNOrOBD. 

the ward of my mother^s early ftriend, Mrs. Hoi- 
lingford, and was to live under her roof after my 
departure from school, I little thought that a place 
like Hillsbro' Farm was ever likely to be my home. 
I was a conceited young person and fond of giving 
myself airs. My father was colonel of his regi- 
ment, and I thought I had a right to look down on 
Lydia Brown, whose father was in business, though 
she wore velvet three inches deep upon her frocks, 
while mine had no better trimming than worsted 
braid. I had spent all my life at school, from the 
day when my father and mother kissed me for the 
last time in Miss Sweetman's parlor. I remember 
yet my pretty mother's pale, tearful face as she 
looked back at me through the carriage win- 
dow, and my own paroxysm of despair ng 
teard on the mat when the door was shut After 
that I had a pleasant enough life of it. I was a 
favorite at school, having a disposition to make 
myself and others as happy as I could. I required 
a good deal of snubbing, but when properly kept 
down I believe I was not a disagreeable girl. 

My Indian letters generally contained some bit 
of news to amuse or interest my companions, and 
now and again captain, or ensign somebody, home 
upon sick leave, called and presented himself in 
Miss Sweetman^s parlor, with curious presents for 
me, my mistresses, or favorite companions. I re- 
member well the day when Major Guthrie ariived 
with the box of stuffed birds. Miss Kitty Sweet- 
man, our youngest and best loved mistress, was 
sent on before ma to speak civilly to the geu tie- 
man in the parlor, and announce my coining. Miss 
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THB LATE MISS HOLLINaFORD. 8 

Kitty was the drudge of the school, the sweetest 
tempered drudge in the world. She was not so 
well informed as her elder sisters, and had to make 
up in the quantity of her teaching what it lacked 
in the quality. She was fagged, and hunted, and 
worried from mornicg till night by all the small 
girls in the school. She would have been merry 
if she had had time, and she was witty whenever 
she could get the chance of being anything but a 
machine ; but she was not always happy, for I slept 
in her room, and I sometimes heard her crying in 
the night. As I remember her first she was y^ung 
and pretty, but as time went on she grew a little 
faded, and a little harassed-looking ; though I still 
thought her sweet enough for anything. 

Well, Miss Kitty went down to the major, and I, 
following close upon her heels, heard a little 
scream as I paused at the parlor door, and there 
when I went in was a bronzed-looking gentleman 
holding Miss Kitty^s two hands in his, and looking 
in her face. And I could not care about the birds 
for thinking of it, and when we went up to bed 
Miss Kitty told me that Major Guthrie was an old 
friend of her family, and that he had said he would 
call again. And surely enough he did call again ; 
and then it happened that the three Miss Sweet- 
fflsms were invited out to an evening partj — a 
great event for them. I thought there wa^ some- 
thing very particular about it, and so I took care 
to dross Miss Kitty with my own hands. She had 
a plain white dress, and I insisted on lending her 
my blue sash and coral necklace; and when she 
was dressed she put her finger in her mouth, and 
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askedy between laughiDg and orjing, whether I 
oould further acoommodate her with a coral and 
bells. She looked as young as anybody, though 
she would make fun of herself. And when she 
came in that night, and saw my open eyes waiting for 
her, she sat down on my bed and began to cry, and 
told me that Major Guthrie had asked her to 
many him, and she was going to India as his 
wife. Then I heard the whole story ; how he had 
loved her dearly long ago ; how her friends had re- 
fused him because he was too poor, and she was 
too young; how, after he had gone off in a pas- 
sion, reverses had come upon them, and she and 
her sisters had been obliged to open a school. And 
so Miss Kitty went out to Incia, and the only 
thing that comforted me for her loss was the fact 
that she took with her the embroidered handker- 
chief for my mother, and the wronght cigar-case 
for my father, which it had taken my idleness a 
whole year to produce. Ah, me I and my eyes 
never beheld either of these three again : friend, 
father, or mother. 

My first recollections of Mrs. Hollingford are 
associated with plum-cake, birthdays, and bon- 
bons. I remember her as an erect, dignified look- 
ing lady, in a long, velvet cloak, and with a pecu- 
liarly venerable face, half severe, half benevolent. 
I used to feel a little nervous about speaking to 
her, but I liked to sit at a distance and look at her. 
I Lad a superstition that she was the mobt power- 
ful universal agent ia existe':ce; that she had only 
to say, *^Let there be plum cake," and immediately 
\t would appear on the table i or, ^^ This little girl 
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requires a new doll,^' and at once a waxen cbernb 
would repose in my arms. The Miss Sweetmans 
paid her the greatest deference, and the girls used 
to peep oyer the blinds in the school-room at her 
handsome carriage and powdered servants. I re* 
member, when a very little girl, presenting myself 
before Miss Sweetman one day, and popping up 
my hand as a sign that I wanted to ask a question. 
*^ What is the reason. Miss Sweetman,'' I asked, 
^^ that Mrs. Hollingford makes me think of the 
valiant woman of whom we were reading in the 
Bible yesterday? " But Miss Sweetman was busy, 
and only puckered up her mouth and ordered me 
back to my seat. Mrs. Hollingford used to take 
me on her knee and tell me of a little girl of hers 
who was at school in France, and with whom I 
was one day to be acquainted ; and a tall lad, who 
was her son, used to call sometimes with bouquets 
for Miss Sweetman, or sugar-plums for me ; but I 
was never in her house, which I believed to be a 
palace, nor did I ever see Mr. Holliugford, who 
was a banker in the city. After my twelfth birth- 
day I saw them no more. I missed the periodical 
appearance of the noble countenance in the parlor. 
Miss Sweetman, with a very long face, told me 
something of the breaking of a bank, ruin and pov- 
erty. I was very sorry, but I was too young to 
realize it much ; and I went on thinking of Mrs. 
Hollingford, in trouble, no doubt, and unfortu- 
nately removed from me, but still goirg about the 
world in her long velvet cloak and with her hands 
full of plum cake. 
3o m^ youth went on till I was sixte^^uiy pretty 
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well grown for mj years, a little pert, a little 
proud, a little fond of tinsel and butterj9iesy a little 
too apt to make fun of my neighbors and to believe 
that the sun had got a special commission to shine 
upon me, but withal sympathetic and soft hearted 
enough when in mj right senses, and, as I said 
before, not a bad sort of girl when properly kept 
down by a judicious system of snubbing. I had 
already begun to count the months to the happy 
time, two years hence, when, my education being 
finished, I should at last rejoin my parents in 
India ; and I was fond of describing all the beauti- 
ful things I would send as presents to the friends 
who had been kind to me in England. And then 
one fearful day came the black letter bearing the 
terrible news which bowed my head in the dust, 
scattered my girlish vanities and altered my fate 
for life. Every one in the house learned the news 
before me. I saw blank faces all around, and could 
only guess the cause, so careful were they to break 
it to me gradually. For two dreadful days they 
kept me on the rack of suspense, while I did not 
know whether it was my falher or mother who was 
dead, or whether both were ill, or only one. But 

; I learned all soon enough. There had been a fever 
and both were dead. I was an orphan, quite alone 
in the world. 

For three years after this I remained with the 
Miss Sweetmans, during which time I had regained 
much of my old cheerfulness, and also some degree 
of my natural pride and impertinence. My falher 

^ and mother had been to me a memory and a hope ; 
now thry were a memory only. After my first 
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grief and sense of desolation had passed, I went 
on with the routine of my days much as 
before. I did not miss my father and mother 
every hour as though I had lived under 
their roof and been familiar with their 
faces and caresses. But the bright expectation 
of my youth was extinguished, and I suffered 
secretly a great yearning for the love which I had 
DOtV no right to claim from any one. The time was 
fast approaching when I must take my school-books 
down from Miss Sweetmans' shelves, pack up my 
trunkH, and go forth amoug strangers. I had some 
property, more than enough for my needs, and I 
was to dwell under the roof of my guardian, Mrs. 
Hollingford. In the meantime, I paid several 
visits to the home of a wealthy school-fellow, who 
had entered upon fashiocabte 1 fe, and who was 
eager to giro me a taste of its delights before I 
yielded myself to the fate that was in store for me. 
I learned to dress with taste, to wear my hair in 
the newest style, and to dance to perfection. But 
I could not go on paying visits forever, and the 
time arrived when I found it necessary to turn my 
back OD lively scenes and prepare for the obscurity 
of Hillsbro'. This was a remote place in the north 
country, from whence were dated all the letters 
addressed by Mrs. Hollingford to me since the 
time when she had become my guardian. 

I did not go to Hillsbro' Farm in any unfair 
state of ign'Tance as to the present worldly posi- 
tion of its owners. Grace Tyrrel (my school-fellow) 
was careful to let me know the depth of the de- 
gradation to which these friends of an old time had 
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fallen from their once high estate; also to make me 
aware of the estimation in which thoy were held by 
the people of her world. The idea of my going to 
Hillsbro' was ridiculed till I got angry, but not 
ashamed. 

<< Those poor Hollingfords T said one lady. **I 
am sure it is very kind of you. Miss Dacre, to pay 
them a visit ; but live with them, my dear 1 — ^you 
could not think of identifying yourself with such 
people. Are you aware that the father ruined 
numbers of people, absconded with his pockets 
full of money, and never was heard of since t^' 

** Yes," said I ; ^^ but I have nothing to do with Mr. 
Hollmgford. And I daresay if his wife had taken 
ill-gotten riches down to Hillsbro* with her, the 
police would have followed her before this; for she 
gives her address quite openly." 

I afterwards heard this lady telling Grace that 
her friend Was a very pert young woman. I did 
not mind, for, through fighting Mrs. Holling- 
ford^s battles, I had come to think that I loved 
her memory ; and I tried to do »o for my mother's 
sake. 

'^It is not at all necessary to live with a 
guardian,*' said Grace. ^^ They say Mrs. HoJling- 
ford makes butter and sells it ; and Frederick says 
the son is a mere ploughman. He is Mr. Hill's 
agent ; Frederick met bim by chance, quite lately^ 
when he was shooting at Hillsbro'." 

" Agent, is he ! " said I, mischievously. " Then 
I should think he must at least know how to read 
and write. Come, that is not so bad t " 

*< You will get the worst or it, Grace," saidFred< 
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erick Tyrrell, who was listeniDg. '^ Lucky fellow, 
HolliDgford, to have such a champion I '* 

So here I had better explain to you, my dears, 
that Captain Tyrrell was, even at this time, what 
old fashioned peoplo used to call a great beau of 
mine ; that he was fond of dangling about my 
skirts and picking up my fan. Nothing more on 
this subject is necessary here. If you desire to 
know what he is like, I refer you to an old water- 
color sketch of a weak-faced, washed out looking 
young man, with handsome features, and a high- 
collared coat, which you will find in an old port- 
folio upstairs, on the top shelf of the wardrobe, in 
the lumber room It was done by Grace's own 
hand, a portrait her brother, and presented to 
me in those days. ' It has lain in that portfdEo 
ever since. 

Though I fought for the Hollingfords, and would 
bear no word against them, I do confess that I suf- 
fered much fear as to how I should manage to ac- 
commodate myself to the life which I might find 
awaiting me at Hillsbro' Farm. That idea of the 
butter-makmg, for instance, suggested a new train 
of reflections. The image of Mrs. Hollingford be- 
gan to divest itself gi*adually of the long velvet 
cloak and majestic mien which it had always worn 
in my mind, and I speculated as to whether I might 
not be expected to dine in a kitchen with the farm- 
servants, and to assist with the milking of the 
cows. But I contrived to keep my doubts to my- 
self, and went on packing my trunks with a grudg- 
ing conviction that at least I was d'ing my duty. 

And it is here, just when my packing was hall 
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done, that the strange, beautiful face of Bacbel 
Leonard rises up to take ics place in my history. 
I was introduced to her by chance; I did not know 
her story, nor yet that she was connected with any 
people whose intimate acquaintance I was likely to 
make in the future. 

We met at a small musical party, where we had 
opportunities for conversation. She wore a white, 
Indian muslin, with a bunch of scarlet flow- 
ers in the bosom. We were sitting in a softly 
lighted corner, and her figure was in relief 
against a dark curtain. Her face was oval and 
olive, with an exquisite mingling of warmth and 
purity, depth and delicacy, in its tone. Her dark 
hair was swept up to the top of her head in a crowu 
of braids, as it was then worn. Her eyes were 
dark gray and very sweet, with a mysterious 
shadow of sadness about them when her face was 
in repose; yet, when they smiled they shone more 
than any eyes I have ever seen. 

^'Miss Dacre and Miss Leonard, I must make 
yon acqaainted," said our hostess (the meddling 
lady whom I have already quoted on the subject of 
the HoUingford misdemeanors). *'You intend 
passing the winter at Hillsbro^ Miss Leonard.^ 

** Yes," replird Rachel; "I believe we shall be 
at the hall about Crristmas." 

"Ah I and you have never been there before! I 
can assure you it is the most dreary place ; jou will 
be glad of a young friend in tue neighborhood. 
Miss Dacre^s whim is one of our amusemeitts at 
present. She is ^oing to Hillsbro' to stay with » 
iadj who is the mother of Mr. Hill's agent." 
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<* Mrs. Cowan f ** said Miss Leonard, with a lady- 
like assumption of interest in the subject. 

*' Not at all, my dear ; the Oowans were worthy 
people, but Mr. Hill has changed his agent. Have 
you not heard? No, of course. Hoilingford is 
the name of these people. The father was a 
banker, the bank smashed, and he ran away with 
large sums of money." 

I thought — ^nay, I was quito sure — that Miss 
Leonard started at the mention of the word Hoi- 
lingford; and I also thought that she turned 
deathly pale ; but she best over her flowers at the 
moment, and the light was very sul^dued. No one 
else seemed to notice it, so it was just possible I 
may have been mistaken. 

*^ Mr. Hill's new agent is, then, the son of Mr. 
Hoilingford, the banker?" said Miss Leonard after 
a pause. <^I did not know that they belonged to 
that part of the country." 

^^Oi.1 I do not know about that 5 but tne mother 
ard son have taken a farm there lately, trying to 
make shift for themselves, poor thi:}gs I They say 
young Hoilingford has some Quixotic ideas about 
paying some of his father's liabilities ; and if he has, 
I am sure it is very creditable to him. But I for 
one am inclined to doubt it. Bad conduct gen- 
erally ruts in families." 

" Madam," said I, with my cheeks getting very 
Lot, ^^Mrs. Hoilingford was my mother's dear 
friecd." 

*'High*y tighty, Miss Dacre," said the lady, 
« we never know how oar friends are going to turn 
out. I say nothing but what is true. And allow 
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me to warn you, my dear, that if you will persist 
in identifying yourself with such people you must 
make up your mind to hear them spoken of as they 
deserve." 

^* Madam," said I again, flashes of lightning 
now dancing before my eyes, ^^ I am very sorry I 
e?er entered your house; and I shall certainly 
never enter it again." 

Not waiting for more I made her a curtsy, and 
walked out of the room. I found the dressing- 
room where I had left my cloak, fully determined 
to go home at once, if I could only get the car- 
riage. I had to wait some time, however, and 
wbilst I sat alone the door opened, and Itachel 
Leonard came hurriedly up to my side. 

^^I could not go away without bidding you 
good night, " she said, holding both my hands in 
both of hers. *^ Perhaps we may meet again. God 
bless you I " 

Her voice was unsteady, her face pale, her eyes 
wet. A Itidy came to the door and said, *' Now, 
Bachel, we are waiting I " She dropped my hand 
and. was gone. 

^* Who is she? " I asked of G''ace, as soon as we 
were together. ^^What relaion is she to the 
Hills?" 

*' None whatever," said Grace 5 " ooly an adopted 
daughter. There is seme romanac story about 
h^r, I believe. S"e went to Mrs. Hill as a com- 
panicn, first. The Hiils, who are the most eccen- 
tric old couple in t e wo**.!!, took a violent fa-cy 
to her, and ado^^ted her for tLeir own. I boaieve 
she is an orphan of a very good family. They 
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keep up a wonderful fuss about ber ; and people 
Bay tbey have made ber tbeir beiress." 

*^I wdnder wbj she looked so strangely at the 
mention of the Hollingfords? " I said, musingly. 

*^ My dear Margery,^ said Grace, shaking ber 
head, *^ I give you up. You are perfectly insane 
on the subject of the Hollingfords. What will 
you imagine next? " 

** I do not think I imagined it," said I. ^^lam 
sure tbat she turned as white as your cloak." 

" Well, well," said Grace, " there may be some 
deep mystery for all I know. Miss Leonard may, 
like yourself, have a taste for agriculture ; or may 
have known young Mr. HoUingford before he 
turned ploughman. I advise you to think about 
it. You have materials for a pretty romance to 
take into exile with you." 

And I did thiok about it long afterwards. 

CHAPTER II. 

My children, you must remember that I am 
Bpe^ng of an old-fashioned time, and I travelled 
down to Hillsbro* by coach. The promenade of a 
laihionable watering-place had hitherto been my 
idea of tbe country. Imagine, tben, how my 
hungry eyes devoured the new beauties presented 
to them. I had provided myself with a book, and 
I had hoped to fall asleep over it, yet here I was 
with my eyes riveted to a pane of glass, afraid to 
wink lest I should miss something. Grace's warn- 
ing, '* You will fret yourself to death, you will be 
back before a month," grew faint in my ears. 
When night shut out my new world and I fell 
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afileep, I dreamed of extraordinary phenomena- 
trees stalking aboat the plains^ fairies leaping out 
of the foam of the rivers. 

I opened mj eyes to a rose-colored dawn. We 
had stopped before a little village inn. A row of 
pigeons with burnished necks looked down on me 
from their perch on the signboard above the door ; 
a half- dressed, curly-headed child peeped out of a 
window from under the eaves, and clapped his 
hands at the steaming horses; and a young man 
walked out of the inn with a whip in his hand and 
asked if there might be a lady inside the coach 
whose debtinatioB waft Hillsbro' Farm. 

I was soon seated by his side in a gig. By a 
few careful glances I had easily assured myself 
that there was nothing of the ploughman in the 
appearance of Mrs. Hollingford's son. Ycu will 
want to know what I thought of him that morning, 
and I will tell you. He seemed to me the beau 
ideal of a country gentleman : nothing less than 
this, and something more. You have known him, 
my dears, stooped and white-haired, and have loved 
him in his Pge for the sake of the heart that never 
grew old. But on that brilliant autumn morning 
when he and I first sat <iide by side, the same 
lovable spirit was clothed with the strength and 
beauty of mortal youth. 

The vivid life of the country was sweet to me 
that early morning. Carts of hay lumbered pasb 
us, almost crushing us into the hedges as they 
swept along heavily, leaving a trail of iragrauce in 
the air. "Red and brown leaves lay thick on the 
ground, making beautiful the undulations of the 
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roads. Mists of dew huDg amocg the purple 
folds of the bills, and tbe sun dashed the woods 
acd fitreams \fith kindling gold. By and by th^ 
whole countrj-side was laugning in the fall face of 
the day. 

Hillsbro' Farm-house was, and is, a low, long 
dwelling built of dark brick <), and standing among 
orchards and meadows, green pasture lands and 
running streams. Its ivied chimneys had for back- 
ground the sombre lines of a swelling moor, belted 
by a wood of pines which skirted the hollow where- 
in the earth nourished the fatness and sweetness 
of the thrifty farm acres. Along the edge of the 
moor the road ran that led to Hillsbro' Hall, and a 
short cut through the wood brought one down 
upon a back entrance to the squire s own grounds. 

The dear old farm I Boses were blowing in that 
morning at the open sashes of the big, heavy, 
roughly hung windows. Two young girls, who 
were afterwards dear to me as fibres of my heart, 
lingered beside the open door ; stately, handsome 
J<ine, with her solemn, observant black eyes and 
trim dark dress, and frolicsome Mopsie, with her 
laughing face, and her hat tied down gipsy fashion, 
with a red ribbon. They lingered to see me, to 
take their share in giving me a welcome, and then 
set out on their long walk, discussing me by the 
way. They told me of it afterwards. Jane said I 
was only fit for a glass case, and Mopsie declared 
I alighted from the old gig as if I had a mind to 
dance. They were awed by the high heels on my 
boots, the feather in my hat, and the quilted satin 
of my pelisse. They wondered I could deign 
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speak aDjihing else but French, and concluded 1 
did 80 only out of compliment to their homeliness. 
And I, meanwhile, decked in all the fanciful ele- 
gancies of a London toilette, sat down to breakfast 
in the long parlor at Hillsbro* Farm, with some- 
thing in my heart that would not let me eat, 
though I was hungry, and somethicg in my eyes 
that would not let me see very well, though the 
sun came rich and yellow through each of the wide 
windows, forming one broad, golden path down 
the middle of the room. I saw but dimly the dark, 
brown walls and ceiling, the stiff backed chairs with 
their worn covers, the jar full of late roses that 
stood in either window, the heap of trailing ivy 
that overran the huge grate. It was Mrs. Holling- 
f ord^s f^e that did it, as she sat, kind, careful, hos- 
pitable, pressing on me sweet home-made cakes, 
fresh butter, fragrant tea, deUcious cream, and deli- 
cate pink eggs. Ah me I it was her face that did it. 
There was my great lady, my beneficent friend, my 
valiant woman. Uer eyes were somewhat sunken, the 
fire of their energy a triflo slackened, her brow a 
little seamed ; the strain of fortitude had drawn a 
tight cord about her mouth. Whence, then, that 
new touching beauty that made one see the stamp 
of heaven*s nobility shining on her facet Had I 
guite forgotten her, or was she indeed someth'ng 
new? It was as if grief had chiselled her features 
afresh out of the superfluous roundmgs of pros- 
perity, wasted them iuto perfect sweetness, hacked 
them into purer refinement. She wore a straight 
black gown of the coarsest material, only the fair 
folds of muslin about her throat giving daintiness 



TBE LATE MISS nOLLZKGFOBD. 17 

to her attire. Her son breakfasted with us, and I 
fancied he often looked at me curiously as if to say, 
^ What concern can she have with us? why did she 
come? how long will she remain? '' I had talked 
to him without embarrassment as we drove along, 
but now I could hardly speak. Never had I felt 
BO shy in any company as I did in the presence of 
my mother*s friend. 

After breakfast she led me to my room, bright 
and airy, but scantily furnished. It had a window 
looking out on an orchard tbieaded by long alleys, 
over which hung a glowing roof of fruit-laden 
branches. A.nd here I unpacked my trunks and 
stowed away my elegant dresses in a huge painted 
wardrobe, smelling of apples. I laid aside with a 
kind of shame all the ornaments I was accustomed 
' to wear, and dressed myself in the plainest gown I 
possessed. Descending the quaint old staircase 
again, I found I^s Hollingford walking up and 
down the hall waiting patiently for my appear* 
ance. 

**What a great woman you have grown, my 
loveT' she said, drawing my hand within her arm, 
and leading me through the open hall door. ^^But 
3rou have still your mother's fair hair and sunny 
eyes. Will you walk with me for an hour? I 
have much to say to you, and the sooner it is said 
the better." 

Then she told me the story of her life, and mis- 
fortunes, sternly, sweetly, with strange humility 
and fortitude. I knew much of it before, but she 
would tell it all. 

** And now, my love," she said, **you know us as 
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we are. Your mother, when Ae made me yoor 
guardiaDy did not foresee the changes that were to 
take place. You have other friends who are will- 
ing to give you a home. You have come here of 
yoar own will. When you wish to leave us we 
■hall not wonder." 

I threw my arms round her neck and told her I 
would not leave her. Never, since Miss Kitty 
Sweetman went to India, had my heart gone forth 
80 completely to any one. 

She bade me not be too hasty. ^* You will find 
our life so different from anything you have ever 
known,'* she said. *< We all fear it for you. We 
are eo busy here. We have always a purpose be- 
fore our eyes to make us work." 

«<Then I shall work too," I said. '< I will not be 
the only drone in such a thrifty hive." 

She smiled at this, and shook her head. But I 
immediately began to cast about for the means by 
which I might find it possible to keep my word. 



CHAPTER IIL 

I soon learned to love the farm. I began to 
know the meaniog of the word ^^home." The 
beauty and lovableness of some persons and 
places takes you by surprise; with others they 
steal upon you by degrees ; but there was that 
about Hillsbro' Farm which I loved much at once 
and more afterwards. Looking at it in the most 
commonplace way, it had all the peace and plenty 
of an English farm-house, while for eyes that 
sought more they would find enough that was pic* 



THB LATE MISS HOLLXNGFOBD. 19 

turesqtte in the orchard^s ruddy thickets, where the 
Bun struck fire on frosty mornings ; in the wide 
pasture lands sloping to the sedgy liver, where the 
cows cooled their feet on sult^ evenings. You 
know as well as I the curious bowery garden be- 
yond the lower window of the parlor, stocked with 
riches and sweets of all kinds, rows of bee-biyes 
standiug in the sun, roses and raspberries growiog 
side by side. The breaths of thyme and balm, 
lavender and myrtle, were always in that parlor. 
You know the sheep fold and the paddock, the old 
trees over the west gable, where the owl made his 
nest — the owl that used to come and sit on our 
school-room windowsill and hoot at night. You 
know the sun-dial, where the screaming peacock 
used to perch and spread his tail ; the dove-cote, 
where the silver-necks and fan-tails used to coo and 
ruffle their feathers. You know, too, all the quaint 
plannings and accidents of the old house; how the 
fiery creeper ran riot through the ivy on the dark 
wallSy dangling its burning wreaths over the win- 
dows ; how the hall door lay open all day with the 
dogs sleeping on the broad door-step. Also, with- 
in, that there were long, dark passages, rooms with 
low ceilings; a step up here, and a step down 
there; fireplaces twisted into odd comers, narrow 
pointed windows, and wide latticed ones. You 
know all the household recesses, the dairies and 
pantries and store-rooms; but you cannot know 
how Mrs. HoUingford toiled amocgst them, filling 
them with her industry one day that they might 
be emptied the next ; hardening her delicate hands 
with labor to the end that justice might be done^ 
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ihat some who had lost might gain, that a portion 
of her husband^s heavy debts might be paid, and a 
portion of the heavy curse of the impoverished 
lifted from his guilty shoulders. 

No luxury was ever permitted in that household* 
Old gowns were worn and mended till they could 
be worn and mended no longer. The^girls wore 
of an age to go abroad to school, but they must be 
contented with such education as they could pick 
up at home, so long as one poor creature suffered 
straits through their father^s fault. The only in- 
dulgence allowed was alms giving. Mopsie might 
divide her dinner with a hungry child, or Jane be- 
stow her new petticoat on an aged woman ; but 
they must, in consequence, deny themselves and 
suffer inconvenience till such time as it came to be 
again their turn to have their absolute wants 
relieved. 

I did, indeed, feel like a drone in a hive when, 
on leaving my room in the mornings, I met Mrs. 
Hollingford coming from her work in the dairy, 
John Hollingford arriving from his early visit to a 
distant part of the farm, Jane from her sewing 
closet where she made and mended the linen of the 
household, and Mopsie from the kitchen vnth a 
piled dish of breakfast cakes, showing what her 
morning task had been. I could not eat for envy. 
Why could I not be of use to somebody? I gave 
Mopsie some gay ribbons, which were returned to 
me by her mother. Nothing might she wear but 
her plain black frock and white frill. T gave Jane 
a book of poems with wood-cuts, and that was ao« 
cepted with rapture. This encouraged me. I 
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picked up two little children on the road, and to 
one I gave a bright silk girdle for a skipping-rope, 
and to the other a doll dressed from the materials 
of a fine gauze hat, which I picked to pieces for 
the purpose. I was not going to be a peony flaunt- 
ing among thrifty, modest vetches. At first I was 
sorry for the destruction of my pretty things, but 
soon I grew to admire the demureness of my gray 
gown and little b'ack aprou. I learned to make pies 
and cakes, to sweep a room and to set it to rights, 
to wash and get up linen and laces, to chum, to 
make butter. But as many hands were engaged 
in these matters, I was often thrown out of em- 
ployment. I made music for my friends in the 
eyenings, and, as they liked it, this was something ; 
but it was not enough. A new spirit had entered 
into me. I felt my old self lost in the admiration 
which I had conceived for the new friends who had 
accepted me amongst them. 

By and by I found out a little niche of usefulness 
for myself. Jane and Mopsie attended the village 
school. One day I went to the town to buy some 
trifle and call for the girls. It was past the hour 
for breaking up, and I found Mopie rompicg with 
some rude looking girls on the green, while Jane, 
detained for some fault, sat alone in the school- 
room, perched on a bench, her arms folded and her 
eyes gloomily fixed on the wall. When I entered 
she blushed crimson. She was a proud girl, and I 
knew she was hurt at my seeing her disgrace. I 
coaxed her to speak out her trouble. 

**I could teach the whole school,*^ she said 
fiercely — ^^^ master, mistress, and all — and yet I am 
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kept sitting over a, b, c, like a baby. I get so sick 
of it that sometimes I answer wrong by way of 
novelty. Then I have to hold out my hand for the 
rod. To-day I drew Portia and Sh}lock on my 
slate, and forgot to finish my sum ; therefore I am 
disgraced 1" 

I seized the happy moment and offered myself 
to the girls as a governess. Mopsie stopped on 
the road and hugged me in delight. Jane squeezed 
my hand and was silent during the rest of the 
walk, except when she said : 

•< Mother will never consent. I am too proud, 
and she wants me to be humbled. She thinks it is 
good for me to go to the village school." 

That night, however, I laid my plan before Mrs. 
Hollingford, and, after some trouble, I attained my 
point. 

We chose for our school-room an unoccupied 
chamber at the end of a long passage upstairs. 
It was furnished with a deal table and chairs, and 
a small square of green carpet laid upon the 
sanded floor. It had three latticed windows look- 
ing westward, and one of those old grates I have 
mentioned, large enough to cook a dinner. We 
kept it filled with logs, and in the evenings, after 
we had drawn the curtains in the parlor, set the 
tea-table, and made Mrs. Hollingford comfortable 
ou the sofa for an hour's rest, we three retreated 
to our schoolroom for a chat in the firelight. 
Here John joined us when he happened to come 
home early, and many a happy hour we passed, 
four of us sitting round the blazing logs, talking 
and roasting apples. We told stories, tales of the 
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outer world, and legends of the country arcand 
us. We described places and people we bad seen, 
and our fancies about otbers we had n t seen. 
John, who had tiayelledy was the most frequent 
speaker; and as I was a wonder of experience to 
his sisters, just so was he a wonder to me. We 
laughed, cried, or listened in breathless silence, 
all as he willed, while the purple and yellow 
lingered in the sky behind the lattice, and the 
moanirg of the wind through the forlorn fields, 
the hissing of the roasting apples, and the crack- 
ling of the burning wood, kept up an accompani* 
ment to his voice. 

There were other eyenings, too, when John was 
late, and Mopsie, having grown tired of serious 
talk, tripped off to hear the lassies sieging Bold 
Bobin Hood in the kitchen. Then Jane u ed to 
open her heart to me, and talk about the troubles 
of the family. Her heart was stem and bitter 
against her father. Weil had she said she was 
proud ; well had her mother wished to humble her, 
if that could be done. She had, I believe, a great 
intellect, and she had much personal beauty of a 
grand character. I do not think she thought 
much about the latter, but she felt her m^ ntal 
powers. She knew she was fitted to move in a 
high sphere, and chafed against her fate; still 
more against the fate of her brother. 

I can see her now, on her low seat before the 
fire, her hands clasping one knee, her da? k bead 
thrown back, and her eyes fixed on the dancing 
fibadows above the chimney. 

'* To think of John settling down as a farmer T' 
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she said ; ** Jobs, who for cleTemesB might bo 
prime minister. And there is no hope of his get- 
ting away from it; none whatever." 

I could not but agree tj this, though the 
thought occurred to me that the farm might not 
be 60 pleasant a home if John had to go away and 
be prime minister. All I could say I said to 
combat her rebellious despondency as to her own 
future. 

^' If you knew the emptiness and foolishness of 
the gay world,'* I said in a sage manner, 
<<you would be thankful for our quiet life at 
Hillsbro'." 

^* It is not the gay world I think o^" she said. 
^ It is the world of thought, of genius." 

"Well, Jane," said I, cheerfully, "you may 
pierce your way to that yet." 

"Nol" she said. "If I had a dean name I 
would try to do it. As it is, I will not hold up 
my head only to be pointed at But I will not 
spend my life at Hillsbro', moping. I will go away 
and work, teacb, or write, if I can." 

I saw her eyes beginning to flash, and I did not 
like these fierce moods for Jane. I was turning 
over a book at the time, and, to divert her atten- 
tion, I read aloud the name written on the title 
page. 

'* Mary Hollingf ord," I said. " Was not she your 
elder sister t" 

Jane started. "Yes," she said. "Who men* 
tioned her to you 1 " 

"Your mother," I said, "used to tell me of her 
Utile Mary, who was at school in Franca. I cannot 
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reoollecii who told me of h. r death. Do you remem- 
ber her? " 

"Oh yes," said Jane, "perfectly. We did not 
lose her till after — my father went away.** 

"I suppose she took the trouble to heart," I said, 
reflectively ; and then was sorry I had said it. But 
Jane answered, 

" Yes," readily 5 then dropped her face between 
her hands, aLd remained plunged in one of her 
motionless fits of abstraction for half an hour. 

I never alludpd to this subject again to Jane, but 
one evening when Mopsie and I were alone together, 
the child spoke of it herself. 

" Margery," she said, you are holding me now 
ju^t as si ter Mary ustd to hold me, with bo.h her 
arms round my waist, when I was a tiny little thicg 
and she used to play with me in our nursery in 
London. " 

"You remember her, then?" I said. 

"Yes," said Mopsie. "I remember her like a 
dream. She used to come home for the holidays, 
and a handsome French lady ^ith ber, who used to 
throw up ber hands if we had not ribbons in our 
sleeves and smart rosettes on our phoes. I remem- 
ber sister Mary in a pretty white frock trimmed 
with lace, and her hair culled down to her wai&t. 
I used to think ber like one of the angels. But we 
never speak of her now, nor oi papa, because it 
pains mother aLd John. I used to speak of her to 
Jane sometimes in the night, fust to ask her did 
she ihink sister Mary was thinking of us in heaven; 
but Jane used to get into such dreadful fits of cry- 
ing that I grew afraid. I wish some one would 
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talk of her. I think it is cruel of us all to forget 
her because she is dead." 

Aud tears stood in Mopsie's blue eyes. But the 
next half hour she was singing like a sky-lark over 
some household task. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

The winter deepened. Christmas was drawing 
near, and workmen were busy setting the old Hall 
to rights for the reception of Mr. Hill and his 
family. John had been requested to oversee the 
arrangements, for the place had been unoccupied 
for years, and there were many alterations to be 
made, and much new furnishing to be done. The 
housekepper, who had quietly dozed away half her 
life in two rooms in a comer of the house, now be- 
stirred herself joyfully to open shutters, kindle 
fires, see to the sweeping and scrubbing, keep her 
eye upon painters and charwomen, and make ready 
store of pickles and preserves for the adornment of 
her pantry shelves. 

This good woman was an old acquaintance of 
our two girls, their long walks often leading them 
across the moor, and through the grounds to the 
Hall. Mrs. Beatty, from her lonely window, had 
always espied their approach, and many a winter 
day had she fed them with sweets by her fireside, 
while she dried their wet wrappings, and told them 
stories of the pictures in the dining-room. Later, 
they had discovered the library, a sunny room at 
the south side of tbe house, stored wiih an excel- 
lent collection of books, and had gone there to 
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read when it pleased them. I, in my capacity of 
goveinessy encouraged them in this habit, and at 
least once a week we had a ^* reading day," as we 
called it. Mrs. Beatty knew our day, and had 
coffee and a blazing fire awaiting us. And here 
we had delicious times of study, with our books in 
our laps, perched on the steps of the little ladder, 
or buried deep in the recesses of the deep leathern 
chairs. 

Now, however, the luxury of our quiet days was 
interfered with. Workmen hammered about our 
ears, and an impertinent odor of paiot annoyed us. 
We turned our reading days into days of general 
inspection, and amused ourselves with watching 
how the dingy corners threw off their cobwebs one 
after another, and came forth into the light with 
dean and brilliant faces. It was pleasant to koow 
that I was useful to John in those days, for his 
mother did not interfere in this affair, and he 
needed a woman's taste to help him. It was 
I who selected the colors for Mrs. Hill's draw- 
ing-room carpet, I who chose the silk hang- 
ings for Miss Leonard's boudoir, I who rear- 
ranged in the cabinets the curiosities about which 
no one but a stray mouse or two had been 
curious for many years. I knew well that I did 
nothing but what any other person could do, yet 
it pleased me to see how John overrated my 
services. It delighted me to hear him praise to 
his mother my ^^ exquisite taste and skill ;" but it 
pained me to see her anxious look from him to 
me. I knew she feared that he was getting to 
love me well ; sometimes with a mixture of fear 
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and joy I thought it myself. I guessed that his 
mother would rather keep h'^r son by her side un- 
wed ^perhaps that he could not afford to marry. 
I often longed to slip my hand io hers^ and say, 
<< Be not afraidy I am true ;" but I could on^y look 
straight in her eyes and be silent. And this 
thought, perhaps because I might not speak it out 
and have done with it, remained with me, and 
preyed upon my mind. About this time I began 
to lie awake at nights, planning how I might show 
Mrs. Hollingford that I had no wish to thrust my- 
self between her and her son. 

Aud so it came that there arose a strangeness 
between John and me. I did not wish it to be 
sOy but it happened naturally as a consequence of 
all my thiuking and planniug. It grew up in the 
midst of our pleasant work at the Hall, and it was 
burthtnsome, for it took the joyous adornment off 
everything, made handsome things ugly, and com- 
fortable things dreary. It made the snowy laud- 
scape lonely, and tbe red sun angry. It made me 
cold and disobliging, the girJs dull, and John 
proud and reserved. Jane spoke of it to me ; she 
said : 

*^ What is the matter between you and John ? 
You used to be such good friends. Now you harry 
down-stairs in the eveniogs, though you know he 
likes our chat round the school-room fire. And 
when we go to the Hall you start early for the 
purpose of walking home without him." 

^< Don't be foolish, Jane," I said ; '^ John and I 
are jast as good friends as ever. But you must 
not suppose he always cares for our women's 
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ohatter. We must give him a little rest some- 
times." 

Jane was silenced, but not satisfied. She thought 
I was beginning to look down on her brother. 
The proud, loving heart would not brook this, and 
she, too, estranged herself from me. The girl was 
very dear to me, and it was a trial. 

Thus a division grew up amongst us. It was in 
the bright frosty days before Christmas, when 
the fields and dales were wrapped in gnow, when 
the logs burned merrily and the crickets sang, when 
fidryland was pointed on every window pane, when 
our superintendence at the Hall was over, when all 
things there had been placed in readiness, even to 
the lighting of the fires in the bed-chambers. We 
had left Mrs. Beatty in possession of her domain, 
and in daily expectation of an announcement of the 
intended arrival of her master and mistress. 
Things were in this way, when one day a carriage 
dashed up to our farmhouse door, ard out stepped 
Grace Tyrrell and her brother Frederick. 

Jane shrank into a comer when I asked her to 
accompany me down stairs, murmuriog something 
I would not hear about my ^^fine friends.*' But 
Mopsie smoothed her curly locks, put on her best 
apron, and slipped her hand in mine as I went 
down to the parlor. 

Ghrace was impatiently tripping about the room, 
mjaking faces at the bare walls and laughing at the 
old fashioned furniture. She was clotbed in velvet 
and fur, with feathers nodding from her hat. She 
put her hands on my shoulders and eyed me all 
over critically. 
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^'Pray, little Quakeress," said she, ^^can you 
tell me what has become of my friend Mar- 
gery 1" 

^'Yes," said I, laughing, **I actually happen to 
baye her about me. What do you want with 
herf 

^^ Only to ask her what sin she has committed 
that she shuts herself up from the world, 
starves herself to skin and bone, and dresses 
herself in sackcloth,'* she replied, touching my dress, 
and trying its texture between her linger and 
thumb. 

*' We do not staive her,'* put in Mopsie, stoutly. 

''And who are you, little miss!" said Graces 
using a gold-rimmed eyeglass, which nearly annihi- 
lated poor Mopsie. 

''No matter," said the little one, scarlet and 
trembliDg. ^' We are all Margery's friends, and we 
love her dearly." 

Orace laughed at the child's ardor, as if it were 
something very fanny and original ; but Mopsie^ 
never flinching, held my hand all the time. 

"And what about the plowman, dear?" Orace 
went on ; '* would it be possible to get a sight of 
him 1 Yes, do go " (to Mopsie), " like a useful little 
girl, and see about getting us some lunch. We are 
staying In this country at preseiit^ Margery, and 
when we return to London we intend to take you 
with usr" 

Mopsie's eyes dilated dangerously, but she re- 
treated to the door at a whisper from me. 

" Frederick," said Grace, " come and help me to 
persuade Margery;" and Mopsie vanished. 



.\ . 
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I said something about Frederick Tyrrell be- 
fore, but I can hardly describe how excessively 
slim, and elegant, and effeminate he looked to me 
that day in particular. His dress and his manners 
amused me very much. While staying with the 
Tyrre Is one of my chief occupations had been 
making fun of this young man, a fact of which I 
believe he was blissfully unconscious. Perhaps 
experience had made him incredulous as to the in- 
difference any young lady might feel to his special 
favor; or it might have been conceit; 1 will not 
pretend to decide which. But when he drew near 
me, murmuring (sball I say lisping!), ^^Oh, do 
eome; pray, take pi^y on us — we have missed you 
so dreadfully," I am sure he thought he did 
enough to make any reasonable young wontian de- 
sire to leave EUllsbro' on the instant. 

But I did not want to leave Hillsbro\ I felt a 
pang of keen pain at the very suggestion ; yet at 
the same moment an idea came into my mind that 
it might be a good thing that I should leave it for 
a t.me. I hesitated, asked Grace when she in- 
tended returning to London, and, while we were 
parleying about the matter, Mopsie returned. 
During the remainder of the visit the little girl 
listened earnestly to everything we said on the 
subject, and when I parted from my friends at the 
gate, leaving it undecided whether I should go 
with them to London or not, Mopsie burst into 
tears, and clung to my neck. 

<« Do not go with them," she said ; '< they cannot 
love you as we do." 

'* Mopsie, my pet," I said, <^ don't be a little 
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goose. Neither do I love them as I love you. If 
I go away for a time I will be sure to come 
back." 

Mospie whispered her fears to Jane, and all that 
eyecing Jane kept aloof from me. My head 
ached with trying to think of what I ought to 
doy and I sat alone by the school-room hearth in 
the firelight considering my difficulties, fighting 
against my wishes, and endeavoring in vain to 
convince myself that I had no wishes at all. Mop* 
sie came in and lay down at my feet, with her face 
rolled up in my gown ; and so busy was I that I 
did not know she was crying. John came in and 
found her out. He took her on his knee and 
stroked her as if she had been a kitten. Mopne 
would not be comforted. I felt guilty, and said 
nothing. John looked from her to me, wondering. 
At last Mopsie's news came out. 

<< Margery's grand London friends have been 
here, and they want to take her away.'' 

''What grand London friends?" asked John, 
looking at me, but talking to her. 

«< Oh, Mr. and Miss Tyrrell, a pretty lady vnth 
long feathers and ringlets, and flouoces on her 
dress, and a handsome gentleman who said they 
had missed Margery dreadfully. And Margery is 
thinking of going back to them." 

John suddenly stopped stroking her, and sat 
quite still. I felt him looking at me earnestly, and 
at last I had to look up, which I did smiling, and 
Baying, '^I did not know Mopsie cared so much 
about me." 

Then John kissed the little girl, and saidy ^ Gk> 
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down-stairs to Jane, dear. I have something par- 
ticular to say to Margery." 

I was completely taken by sarprise. He closed 
the door upon Mopsie, and came back and reseated 
himself at the fire. He sat on one side of the fire- 
place, and I at the other, and the flames daoced 
between us. He shaded his face with his hand, 
and looked across at me ; and I \vatched intently a 
great tree falling in the depths of a burning forest 
among the embers. 

"Is this true, Margery?" said John, "that you 
are going to leave us, and return to London ?" 

" I am thinking of i]i," I said pleasantly. 

"I thou^ht^ — ^I had hoped you were happy with 
us," he said. 

"Yes," I said, " I have been very happy, but I 
think I want a little change." 

How my heart ached with the effort of uttering 
that untruth ! I knew that I wanted no change. 

"I do not wonder at it " he said after a pause 
"We have made a slave of you. You are tired of 
it, and you are going away." 

He said this bitterly and sorrowfully, shading 
his eyes still more with his hand. 

"No, no," I saij, "you must rot say that. I 
never was so happy in my life as I have been 
here." 

I spoke more eagerly than I meant to do, £nd my 
voice broke a little in spite of me. John left hi4 
seat and bent down beside me, so tba' be could see 
my face, which could not escape him. 

" Margery," said he, " 1 have seen that you have 
made yourself happy, and I have been some- 
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times wild enough to hope that you would be 
content to spend your hfe amongst us. When 
you came first I feared to love you too well, but 
your sweet face and your sweet ways have been too 
much for me. It may be ungenerous in me to 
speak, seeing that I only have to offer you a true 
loye, truer maybe than you will meet with in the 
gay world, a tarnished name, and a very humble 
home. I have debts to pay, and a soil to wash off 
my name ; but still, Margery, will you be my wife? 
With your love nothing will be dark or difficult to 
me.' 

It was yery hard. My heart was brimming over 
with a joyous reply to this appeal ; but Mrs. Hol- 
lingford's uneasy face was vividly before my eyes 
all the time, and I could only say, distressedly, 
^ It car not be, John. It cannot, cannot be." 

*'Whyf' he asked, almost sternly, and he rose 
up and stood above me. ^^Tell me tbat you can- 
not love me— tell me you would rather save your- 
self for more honor, more prosperity, and I will 
never trouble you again. Were 1 differently cir- 
cumstanced I might plead, but I could not live to 
see you discontented, ashamed. Why can it not 
be, Margery!" 

I clasped my hands in my lap, and tried to 
speak firmly. *'For a reason tbat I cannot give to 
yoa, John. Let us be good friends." 

"Friends I" he echoed bitterly. "Weill I was 
wrong to think of my own happiness before your 
worldly advantage. Good bye, Margery. X am 
going to London in tbe morning. Perhaps you 
may be gone before I come back. 
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And with this he abruptly walked out of the 
room. But afterwards I sat there an hour, won- 
deriu^ if what had passed so quiok]y were true, 
aud I had really refused to be John Hollingford's 
wife. 

After tea he left us early, saying he must starif 
for Hillsbro' at four in the morning. Mopsie fell 
asleep, and Jane absorbed herself in her books- 
Mrs. Hollingford and I held some embroidery in 
our hands, but my fiugers trembled so that the 
stitches went all wrong. Now and again, glancing 
up, I encountered long, troubled looks from Mrs. 
Hollingford. She had seen that something was 
amiss between me and John, and I guessed that 
her micd was at work with fears. I could not bear 
it ; I thought it was not fair after what I had done. 
For the first and last time I felt angry and impa- 
tient with the dear old lady. Would she herself, 
in her own young days, have sacrificed as muoh^ 
Jane shut up her books at last, and carried Mopsie 
off with her to bed, and Mrs. Hollingford and I 
were left sitting facing one another. 

" Mrs. Hollingford," I said, dropping my work 
with almost a sob, *' don't look at me like that. I 
cannot bear it, and I do not deserve it." 

What made me say it I cannot think. The mo- 
ment before I spoke I had no intention of speaking. 
Mrs. Hollingford dropped her work in dismay. 

" My love," she said, " what do you mean f I do 
not understand. What do my looks say that you 
cannot bear I" 

**0h, Mrs. Hollingford," I said covering my 
burning cheeks with my hands, '^ you must know 
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what I mean. You look at me, and look at me, 
and I see what is in year mind. How can I help 

itr 

^My dear,'* said she, 'Ms it anything about 
Johnr 

^^Yes,*^ said I desperately, '4t is about John. 
You think I want to take him from you, and I do 
not, and I never will, and I have told him so. I 
am going away to London with my friends the 
Tyrrells, and I will never trouble you any mora"' 

I was rather blind by this time, and I was not 
sure of what part of the room I was in ; but Mr& 
HoUingford had come to my side, and she put her 
arms round about me and fondled my head on her 
breast. 

'* My dear," she said, *' and is this the secret that 
has made the trouble between ust I never 
thought that you wanted to take him from me ; on 
the contrary I feared that you might be too young 
to understand his worth. I dreaded sorrow and 
suffering for my sob, nothing else." 

My face was hidden in her motherly embrace. I 
could not speak for some moments, and I thought 
my heart had stopped beating. At last I whis- 
pered: 

*<0h, Mrs. HoUingford, I have made a great 
mistake. Can it be that you really — " 

"Will have you for a daughter?" she asked smil- 
ing. " Gladly, thankfully, my darling, if it be for 
your happiness. But you must not decide hastily ; 
there are great disadvactagea which you must con- 
sider, and I, as your guardian and friend, must 
point them out to ^ou. I must forget my son's 
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interests in the faithful discharge of my trust 
John has a cloud upon his name/' 

"Don't, don't I" I said, '4f he had a hundred 
clouds upon his name it would be all the same to 
me." 

<* Then you love him well ?" she said tenderly, 
sighing and smiling at the same time. 

"I think I do," I said, ^^but that is only a mis- 
fortune, for you know I have refused him." 

"Well," she said, cheerfully, " perhaps it is for 
the best. You must go to London with your 
friends, and test your feeling by absence and the 
society of others. If you remain unattracted by 
those who are better placed in the world, I think 
John will try agaio, in spite of his pride. I know 
I should in his place," she said, lifting up my dis*- 
turbed face, and looking in it with a half quizzical 
fondness. 

I ansvvered by throwing my arms round her neck 
in a long, tearful embrace, aud after that we sat 
long by the fireside talking the matter over. The 
consequence was, oddly enough, that I went up- 
stairs to bed so extremely sober that, before I laid 
my head upon my pillow, I had begun to doubt 
whether I cared for John Ho'ilingford at all. It 
was not that I shrank from what his mother had 
called the " sacrifices " I should make in becoming 
his wife. I never even thought of them. I had 
found too much happiness at Hillsbro' Farm to be 
able to realize their existence. But I had a super- 
stition that I ought to feel very joyfully excited 
about all I had learned that evening ; first, that 
John really loved me, and, secondly, that his 
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mother was ready to take me to her heart. Yet I 
only felt sobered to the last degree, and exceedingly 
afraid of seeiug John again. I heard him driving 
away from the door before daybreak, and I foutd 
myself hoping that he might not come back for a 
week. 

The next day I was in the same mood. I felt so 
grave and quiet that I made up my mind I could 
not have that wonderful love for John which I be- 
lieved to be the duty of a wife. I thought I had 
better write to Grace, and arrange about going 
with her to London. Then I grew miserable at 
the thought of leaving the farm, and I wished I 
had never seen it. For three days I tormented 
myself thus, and then there came a shock which 
brought me cruelly to my senses. 

On the fourth day after John had left us, I was 
walking up and down the frosty avenue just as the 
evening was coming on. The sun was setting redly 
behind the brown wood, and blushing over the 
whitened fields and hedgerows. A man came up 
the avenue and pulled oil his hat as he approached 
me. I recognized in him an Irish laborer whom I 
had seen working in the gardens at the Hall.'' 

''Beg pardon, Miss!" said he, '^but be you Miss 
Margerj Dacret" 

" Yes, Pat," said I. " This is a fine evening, is it 
not t What do you want with me f" 

" Oh, then, a fine evenin' it is ; glory be to God I" 
said Pat ; '^ but all the same, Mrs. Beaity is mor- 
tal anxious for you to step over to the Hall the 
soonest minute ye can, as she has somethin' very 
sarious to say to ye." 
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" Step over to the Hall !" I exclaimed. " Do 
you know what o'clock it is, Pat I" 

^^ Oh, jisy miss T' said Pat ; *< it's three o'clock, 
an' the sun low, but niver fear; 111 walk behind 
ye iyery step o' the way, an' if as much as a hare 
winks at ye, he'll rue the day. Mrs. Beatty would 
ha' come over here to spake to ye, only for fear o' 
herser at the farm," said Pat, jerking his thumb in 
the direction of the house. '^God keep sorrow 
from her door; but I'm feared there's throuble in 
the wind I" 

I did not quite understand whether the threat- 
ened trouble was for Mi*s. Beatty or Mrs. Holling- 
ford. I guessed the latter, and though!, immedi- 
ately of the absent husband and father. I felt that 
I could not do better than obey the summons. 
Pat promised to wait for me at the gate, and I 
hastened into the house to prepare for my journey. 

*^I am going for a walk, Jane," I said, looking 
in at the school-room door. ^^ Don't be surprised 
if I am not in before dark." 

*<But, Margery 1" I heard her beginning, and 
did not wait to hear any more. 

How I racked my brains during that walk to 
try and guess the cause of my sudden summons. 
The only thing I could think of was that Mr. Holl- 
ingford was in pnson. I never fancied anything 
approaching to the truth. 

Mrs. Beatty was anxiously watching at the door 
for my arrival. She had tea waiting for me, and 
be^an pulling off my bonnet and boots at her fire- 
side. But her hands were shaking, and her eyes 
red and watering. 
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^' Never mind me, Mrs. Beatty/' I said, implor- 
iiig^y ; **" tell me what is the matter." 

*^ Take a sup of tea first, my dear young lady," 
said she ; ** ill news is heard soon enough." 

'*I won*t taste it," I said, pushing it away. 
''Tell me this inslanti" I said, as a dim fear of the 
truth came across my brain. 

^'Well, my dear," she said, beginning to cry 
outright, '^ you see there has b^sen a terrible smash 
of the coach from London. The horses fell cross- 
ing a bridge, and the coach was overturned into 
the river ; and they do say everybody was killed cr 
drowned. And poor young Mr. Hollingford was 
in the coach; and, oh I that I should have to say 
it,he^s met a cruel death. I sent for you, dear 
young lady, that you might break the news gently 
to his mother ; for there's not a soul in the coun- 
try side dare carry the story to her door, and 
they'll maybe be bringing home the bodies." 

" Stop I" said I. " Mrs. Beatty — are you sure — " 

And the next thing I knew was a sensation of 
coldness aod wetness upon my face, and a smell of 
vinegar and wine, and a sound of murmuring and 
crying. 

''Dear heart, dear heart! to think of her taking 
on so!" I heard the good woman saying, and I 
crept to my feet, and began tying on my bonnet 
in spite ot her entreaties that I would lie still. 

''No, no, I must get home I" I said, shuddering. 
''Some one else will come and tell her, and it will 
kill her. Let me go at once I Let me go I" 

At the door in the frosty dusk Pat was waiting;^ 
with a horse and gig. 
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^Iwas thinkin' ye^dbe a bit staggered by the 
news, miss," he said, ^^ an' I put the mare to this 
oold shandheradan. It's not very fit for a lady, 
bad manners to it I but it'll be betther nor the slip- 
pery roads undber yer feet." 

I do not know how the drive passed. I remem- 
ber saying once to Pat : 

^^ Are they quite, quite sure that Mr. HoUing- 
ford was — was — ^" 

^ No indeed, miss," was the answer, ^^ sorra sure 
at all. They do say he was in the coach, but no 
wan Keen him dead, as far as I can hear telL" 

I made the man set me down at the farm gate, 
and walked up the avenue just as the early moon- 
light was beginning to light up the frosty world. 
As I came near the door, I fancied I heard crying 
and wailing f but it was only Mopsie singing in the 
hall. Behind the parlor window I saw Jane step- 
ping about briskly in the fire-light, arranging the 
table for tea. All was quiet and peaceful as when 
I had left the place two hours before. 

CHAPTEB V. 

The children followed me to my room, wonder- 
ing where I could have been so late. I said I was 
tired, and begged them to leave me alOLC. Then 
I locked my door, and a solitary hour of anguish 
passed. The fever of uncertainty would not let 
me weep; I suffered without much sign, but in 
such a degree as I had never dreamed of before. 

There was something horrible that I had to re- 
alise and could not. John hurt and dying away 
from bis home, without one by to comfort him. 
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without his mother's blessing, without a whisper 
to tell him that I had loved him, and would mourn 
for him all my life I John vanished from the earth 
-—lost to us forever! The sickly moonlight fell 
about me with a ghastly peace, and the hcrror of 
death froze my heart. 

Tea-hour arrived, and the gu*ls knocked at the 
door. Mrs. Hollingford came to me, questioning 
me anxiously, and pressing my burning temples 
between her cool palms ; and there I lay under her 
hands, crushed with my cruel secret. I could not 
tell it. Not that night. When the worst must be 
known, it would be my place to help them all in 
their agony, and was I fit for such a task now ? Be- 
sides, there was still a hope, and I clung to it with 
wild energy. 

They left me for the night, thinking I slept, but 
when the clock struck five I wrapped myself in a 
cloak, and went out and down the avenue. I was 
half afraid of the ghostly trees, so black against 
the snow, but I was more in terror of the melan- 
choly comers of my own room, the solitary light, 
the dreary ashes in the grate. I walked as far as 
the gate, and ventured out on the road, hoping to 
see some wayfarer coming past who might be able 
to tell me something of the accident. I tried to 
consider how far it might be to the nearest way- 
side cottage, where I might possibly learn some 
news that might break the awful suspense. But 
my head was confused, and I suppose I did not cal- 
culate the distance rightly, for after I had walked a 
mile I could see no dwelling. Tbe morning was 
breaking now, and the world looked pallid and 
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dreary. Saddedy my streDgth failed ; I felt famt 
and dizzy, and sat down upon a heap of stones, 
drawing my cloak over my face. My thoughts be- 
came broken and c )nf used, and my senses numb ; 
I remained lost in a sort of stupid dream of 
trouble, I do not know how long, when the touch 
of a hand on my shoulder made me start, and a 
voice said, ^^ What is the matter with you, my poor 
woman?" 

It was a man^s voice »a familiar voice ; my chil- 
dren, it was the voice of John Hollingford. With 
a cry I flang back the cloak from my face. " John! 
— John I" I cried, and grasped him by both hands. 
There he stood ULhurt. I burst into a fit cf 
weeping, thougti not a tear had I shed all the 
while I had pictured him lying dead or dying. '^ I 
thought I never should have seen your face again 
except in the coffin !'' 

I sobbed in my joy, hardly knowing what I said. 

»* Margery T* he said, " is this all for me?" 

'^I cannot help it," I said, ^< I ought, but I 
cannot. No one knows but me. I heard it last 
night — 

^You are killing yourself sitting here in the 
cold," skid John. *'Tou are nearly frozen to death." 
He wrapped my cloak round me, and drew my arm 
through his. 

^^ Who told you of the accident?" he said. 

« Mrs. B atty." 

^^Sho might have kept her own counsel till to- 
day. Several poor fellows have been killed, but 
many escaped, like myself, unhurt. And so you kept 
it from my mother, and you grieved for me. Mar- 
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gery, may I ask again th^t question I asked you 
the night before I went away t If it pains you, say 
nothing." 

" You may ask it." 

" And what \?ill you answer I" 

*' Anything you like." 

^* And do you want to go to London t" 

**Not unless you turn me out of doors." 

'' My darling!" he said. And so we became en- 
gaged there upon the snow. 

How wonderful the sun rose that morning. How 
I walked home through Paradise, forgetting that 
there was such a thing as suffering in the world. 
How the girls hugged me when they knew all. How 
Mrs. HoUingford smiled upon us. And how sweet 
the honey and rice-cakes tasted at breakfast. It 
was arranged that, all things considered, we had 
better not be married for a }^ear. 

I remember our gathering around the fire that 
evebirg, the curtains unclosed, the mild moonshine 
beLind the window, the room half-black shade and 
half-red light, the dear faces beaming round. That 
evening I wrote my letter to Grace Tyrrel, to say 
tbatlsbould not go to London. That evening, also, 
there came a letter from Mr. Hill to John, saying 
that he hop^d to arrive at the Hall on the morrow 
or next day. At tea we talked about Bachel Leon- 
ard. Thinking of her, the Fcene at the party came 
vividly back — the occasion o i which I had defended 
Mr. HoUingford so Lotij, and also my conversa- 
tion with Graca Tyrrell on th** subject in the car- 
riage coming home. After musing a little while^ I 
said 8 



TEB LATB MISS HOLLXNGirOBD. 46 

' John, are yon quite sure that you cever met 
Miss Leonard when you were abroad V^ 

<^ Quite," said John, looking at me curiously. 
^^Why do you ask me that question so often, Mar- 
gery?" 

"Have T asked it often t" I said. " I don't re- 
member, but I fancied from her manner that she 
knew something about you." 

" It is not likely," said John, " for I know nothing 
about her." 

And so this matter dropped. 



CHAPTER VI. 

John made me promise to go out to meet him 
next momiog on his return from his early walk 
across the farm. I remember so well how gladly 
I sprang from my bed that morning, how tedious 
my dressing seemed, and yet how I lingered over 
it at the last, anxious to make myself more pleas- 
ing in the eyes which I knew would be watching 
tr me from the hill. I remember now, in the ten- 
derness of my joy, I opened my sash to feed the 
robins, and how gay and fair the world looked in 
its robe of white. I remember how I ran after a 
little beggar boy to give him sixpence, and how 
afterwards I went along the path through the 
fields singing aloud for mere happiness. And yet 
a little cloud had already risen out of the glories 
of the shining East, and was spreading and mov- 
ing towards me. 

John and I walked home together, side by side, 
and we talked the happiest talk that ever was 
whtten or spoken. The world was all radiant over 
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our heads and under our feet, and we could not see 
even the shadow of the cloud tb&t was coming, fast 
as the wheels that were rolhLg towards us from 
the distance. 

^'Looky Margery!'* said John, "do you see a 
carriage on the road?" 

I shaded my eyes with my hand, and I saw the 
carriage. 

"I daresay it is the HillsV I said, and then we 
walked on thzough the while fields and between 
the bare hedges till we came out upon the road 
which leadB away across the moor between Hills- 
bro' Farm and Hillsbro' Hall. There is a spot on 
this road which you know well, where the ground 
sinks into a hollow, and then rises in a steep, ab- 
rupt hill, on the top of which any object suddenly 
appearing stands out in sharp relief against the 
sky, in the eyes of the traveller below. We reached 
the foot of this hill, John and I; we began to 
ascend; I raised my eyes, and saw a figure appear 
on the brink of the hill, a woman's figure with 
draperies fluttering a little, as the petticoats of a 
market woman flutter when they tramp the road to 
Hillsbro'. I raised my eyes again, and came face 
to face with Bachel Leonard. 

She was walking quickly, pressing forward, 
wrapped in a fur mantle, with a Shetland snood 
drawn round her face. I remember the momentary 
expression of that face befoie it changed at sight 
of us ; the delicate brows knitted as if in pain or 
anxiety ; the wide, dark eyes intent upon the scenes 
opening before them; the scarlet lips parted in fa- 
tigue; the glow of exercise wandering over the cheeks. 
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She did not see us at first ; the sun was in her 
eyes ; but I spoke her name aloud, and held out 
my hand. She started violently, and all the color 
flew out of her cheeks. She took my hand and 
held it mechanically, but her eyes were fixed on 
John. I looked at him in amazement, seeking for 
some explanation of the strange look in her eyes, 
and the trembling of her white lips, only to see 
both repeated in his face, which had been ruddy 
and smiling the minute before. They stood gazing 
in one another^s eyes as if both were magnetized, 
without either advancing a hand or attempting a 
word. An indescribable chill crept over my heart 
as I looked at them, and I drew my hand from 
John's arm, and turned impatiently away. 

He did cot seem conscious of the action, but it 
roused Bachel. She smiled, and extending her 
hand, said, with qoivering lips, which she made 
vain efforts to compose: 

^^Mr. HoUingford, do you not remember met 
My name is Bachel Leonard." 

John's gaze had never left her face, and he could 
not but note the imploring look that came into her 
eyes as she said these words. 

'^Tes,'' he answered, and his voice shook, though 
his face kept a fixed stern gravity. ^^ Yes, surely 
I remember you — Miss Leonard." 

At this the sound of wheels was heard coming 
up the hill, and with a sudden effort Bachel 
changed her manner. 

<< Here is the carriage," she said. '^I hope, Mr. 
HoUingford, you will not greet Mr. and Mr. Hill 
with that panic-stricken look. Tou are a great 
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favorite with them, and they will be glad to see 
you. Pray do not look so shocked. They will 
think you have seen a ghost/' 

<^ Would to God I had — ^rather than have seen 
you," he murmured to himself, and I heard him. 

The carriage drew up beside us, and Mr. Hill 
jumped out. He was an odd-looking man, with a 
bald, benevolent forehead, a pair of honest brown 
eyes, which glared about with a sort of fierce good- 
humor, white hair, and white, thick-set whiskers. 
Mrs. Hill sat within the carriage, a mild-looking 
fat little lady, with rosy cheeks and a piping voice, 
holding hugged in her arms something which 
looked like a bundle of fleecy wool, but which I 
afterwards knew to be a favorite d^g. 

^^Eh, Hollingford, my lad, I am glad to see you. 
How are you? and your good mother t*' said the 
old gentleman, grasping John's hand, and glaring 
kindly in his face. 

^^Well, Mr. Hill; well, thank you," answered 
John, but he kept his stern, absent demeanor, as if 
he could not, or would not, shake off the spell that 
had come over him, which made him look like a 
oold, unfaithful, unlifelike copy of himself. 

The sharp trebles of the ladies' voices rang about 
my ears, but it was only by an effort that I could 
take in the meaning of what they said, so obser- 
vant was I of John's severe glance which followed 
every movement of Bachel, as she stood chat- 
ting to me with a merriment which I could not but 
think was nervous and assumed. 

Mr. Hill was rallying John upon his gravity, 
kindly and delicately, even in the midst of the 
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natural noisy bluster of his manner. And some- 
how I divined readily, even out of the distraction 
of wonder that had come upon me, that the fine old 
gentleman, remembering certain thorns in John's 
way, was touched at seeing him proud and re- 
served in the presence of his natural equals, who 
had not sunk in the world's favor, and who had got 
no stain upon their name. 

^' Will you come and dine with us this evening at 
seven f' said Mr. Hill. <'You and I must have 
much to talk about. I have been too long absent 
from this place, but even already I see new things 
around which delight me. I shall be blind and 
helpless here till you open my eyes and set me on 
my feet." 

I noticed, or fancied I noticed, that Bachel fal- 
tered on the words she was speaking at this mo- 
ment, and that she held her breath to hear John's 
reply to the invitation. 

"I will go with pleasure, sir," said John. 

" And Miss Dacre V piped Mrs. HilL ** Will she 
not also come and dine with us ?" 

^^I fear we should be bad company to-night," 
put in Bachel quickly. ^* We shall be so tired ; it 
would be a poor compliment to ask her to come 
and look at us nodding in our chairs. Say to-mor- 
row, instead. Margery Dacre, will you come and 
spend a long day with us to-morrow?" 

But Margery Dacre had at that moment no wish 
to spend such a day. I said, ^^ No, thank you. Miss 
Leocard ; I shall be otherwise engaged both to-day 
and to-morrow." And then, feeling that I bad 
spoken very coldly, and seeing that she looked 
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troubled, I added, forcing a smile, << The winter 
will be long enough for our civilities." 

<*But not for our friendship, I trust," she re- 
plied quickly, seizing my hands, while her face 
cleared, and sincerity seemed to beam out of ifc, 
like the sun out of a May sky. I felt her fascina- 
tion ; but it sickened me somehow, and I dropped 
her hands, and thought of saying good-morning to 
the group, and returning to the farm alone, so that 
John might not feel himself hindered from going 
to breakfast as well as to dine with these new 
friends of his who were so eager for his company. 
But before I had time to act upon the thought, 
Mr. Hill landed Bachel in the carriage, following 
her himself, and the carriage rolled away. John 
and I were left standing there together ; I stupid, 
like one awakened from a dream, staring at the 
wheel-marks on the snow and at the other signs 
which these people, in passing, had left behind 
them. I turned and walked on silently towards 
the farm, and John walked beside me. A weight 
of doubt and wonder pressed on my heart like a 
load of ice. Why had John wanted to conceal 
from me his acquaintance with Bachel Leonard^ 
Why had they both been so strangely moved at 
meeting t I longed to ask a question ; but I could 
not find my voice. I longed for John to speak, 
and tell me something — anything at all that he 
liked ; and were it the strangest puzzle that ever 
failed to be unriddled, I swore to my own heart 
that I would believe him. 

<< Margery,'^ said John, speaking as if m answer 
to my thought — and he came nearer to me, for we 




THB LATB MliS HOLLINOFOBD. 81 

had walked a little apart, and drew my hand 
through his arm, and looked down in my face*— 
'^ Margery/' he said, ^Mook me straight in the eyes,** 
and I looked, and saw them fall of grievous trouble. 

^'You are blaming me in you heart," he said, 
<< and saying to yourself that I have deceived you. 
Will you trust me that I did not mean to do so t I 
have got a cruel shock, dearest, and I beg of you 
to be kind and forbearing with me. I owe you an 
explanation, and I will give it the earliest moment 
I can. I cannot tilllsee further. In the meantime 
I swear to you that there is nothing in this that 
should shake your taith in me. Do you trust me, 
Margery t" 

^^I would trust you against the whole world, 
John I" 1 cried, in a sudden remorse for havisg 
doubted him. And, smiling and happy, I walked 
by the side of his horse that evening down the 
avenue, and kissed my hand to him over the gate 
as he rode away to dine at the Hall. 

«« Do not say anything to my mother about my 
knowing Miss Leonard," be said, the last thing at 
parting ; and I nodded and said No, not unless he 
bade me ; and I tried not to wonder, and went back 
to the house satisfied. And I was very merry all 
the evening ; but at night, in my bed, I listened for 
his return. An evil spirit reminded me of Rachel's 
face when John said '^ I will go," and her quickness 
in arranging that I should not accompany him. I 
said, ** Margery, I am ashamed of you ; curiosity 
and jealousy are hateful ; have nothing to do with 
them." And I tu^*ned on my pillow and prayed for 
John i and then I heard him coming into the honsa 
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So utterly still was everything by reason of the 
snow, that I heard his every movement. Even 
after he had closed his door, I thought I heard him 
walking about his room. And the wonder leaped 
up in me again — why was he troubled ? why could 
he not rest ? I got up, and laid my heart and ear 
against his door in a passion of dismay and sym- 
pathy. Up and down, up and down ; no thought 
of sleep after his fatigue. Oh, what was this that 
had come between us? I went back to my bed 
and wept. 

That was the first beginning of the trouble about 
Rachel Leonard. From that day a shadow hung 
upon John. He went often to the Hall, for Mr. 
Hill fastened upon him, and delighted in him, and 
would not live without him. But the more he 
went to the Hall, the more the trouble grew upon 
him ; and I could not but date its beginning from 
the arrival of Rachel Leonard, seeing that before 
he met her that morning upon the road, he had 
seemed as radiantly happy as it was possible for 
any man to be. And the more the trouble grew 
upon him, the more reserved he became on the sub- 
ject of the people at the Hall. His mother began 
to guess that he must be annoyed with business, 
and the girls to fancy that he and I had quarreled. 
And I silently let them think that it was so, the 
better to keep his secret. 

My own heart was aching, but I would not 
speak. I had promised not to doubt him, and I 
feared lest he should think, even by my face or 
manner, that I was weak enough to break my 
word. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Several weeks passed before I saw anything 
more of Rachel Leonard than my passing glimpse 
of her in the snow at sunrise. Mrs. Hollingford, 
who never had been in any but the poorest houses 
on the estate, walked over with me, at Mrs. Hill's 
request, to pay a morning visit at the Hall. On 
that occasion no Miss Leonard was to be seen. 
She must have gone out walking — so said the maid 
who went to seek her in her room ; and we came 
back to the farm without having seen her. Then 
arrived Mrs. Hill to return the visit, but no Miss 
Leonard accompanied her. Rachel was confined to 
bed with a cold. The girls, who hoped for a sight 
of her, were disappointed. 

And so the days went on, till it happened that 
I went to stay at the Hall. I had received two or 
three invitations, and had always found an excuse 
to stay away. At last it seemed ungracious to 
stay away any longer, and I went. 

How the house was changed since the quiet 
time of our "reading days," when the solitary 
wreath of smoke went up from Mrs. Beatty's 
chimney, and the echo of one's step on the stone 
stair rang round the gallery above! Now the 
ball, that had used to look so wide and chilly, with 
it8 grim ornaments of busts of authors, was deco- 
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rated with flowers from the hothouse, and cheered 
by a blazing fire. A soft murmur of prosperity 
was heard throughout the house, as if Luxury 
were gliding about in her velvet slippers, giving 
orders in her modulated voice, and breathing her 
perfumed breath into all the corners. The pres- 
ence of life had wrought upon the handsome sticks 
and stones that furnished the rooms, and trans- 
formed them into household gods. Firelight 
twinkled in all the chambers, bringing out the 
lustre of colored glass and costly hangings into 
the sallow daylight of the winter noon. I do not 
know how it was that on the day of my arrival at 
the Hall I made my appearance at an earlier hour 
than they expected me. I learned afterwards, by 
chance, that they had not looked for me till the 
dinner hour, whilst I understood that it was de- 
sired of me to present myself early in the day, so 
that Rachel and I might have some quiet hours 
during which to renew our acquaintance before we 
should be called upon to mix among the company 
now staying at the Hall. Good Mrs. Hill was one 
of those people whose manner would make you be- 
lieve that if you deny them the thing they desire 
at your hands, you will undoubtedly destroy their 
peace, but who will probably have forgotten their 
request and its motive whilst you are yet ponder- 
ing it, and forcing your own will that it may be 
complied with. The mistake about the hour of my 
arrival was one of those pieces of confusion which 
seem too trifling ever to be worth clearing up. But 
it was a mistake which caused me months of un- 
utterable misery. 
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The idea of the visit had always been distasteful 
to me; but, having made up my mind to go, I 
thought it was better to be amiable for John's sake. 
About mid-day I said good-bye to the three who 
were already my mother and sisters, and set out to 
walk across the moor to the Hall. John was to 
dine with the Hills that day, so I knew I should 
see him in the evening. My baggage had been 
sent on before me early in the morning. It seemed 
very absurd to feel so sorry at leaving home to 
stay at a fine house, where the hours were to be 
filled with feasting and merry-making. In earlier 
days it would have been otherwise. But the farm, 
with its busy inmates, its old-fashioned nooks and 
corners,' its homely sights and sounds, had grown 
strangely suflScient for the desires of my life. 

I arrived at the Hall, gaining the grounds by a 
descent from the hill at their back, and coming, so, 
round by the gardens to the house. Mrs. Hill was 
driving with some of her guests. Mr. Hill was out 
walking with some of his guests. A maid would 
go and seek for Miss Leonard, and in the mean- 
time I was conducted to my room. 

Such a room as it was. I smiled at myself for 
thinking it so grand, for I had certainly slept in 
as fine a chamber before. But of late I bad for- 
gotten how long is wealth's list of necessities, at)d 
had learned to live without a velvet couch at the 
fireside of my sleeping apartment, branches of wax- 
candles on the mantel, and long mirrors on every 
side, to make me feel as if half a dozen imperti- 
nent young women were forever prying into, and 
making a mockery of, my movements. I had lately 
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been accustomed to hear the heels of my shoes go 
clinking over the well-waxed boards of my simple 
room, and to look out at the woods and fields 
through a narrow framework of white dimity. ' 
Here were voluptuous curtains and carpets that 
forbade sound, and denied the daylight. The 
farm was my beau-ideal of a home ; therefore my 
room at the farm was my beau-ideal of a room; 
therefore all this comfort was oppressive and 
ridiculous. 

Miss Leonard did not come to seek me. Perhaps 
she was out. I guessed there was a mistake, and 
made myself content. I declined the services of a 
maid, unpacked my trunk, and laid out my dinner 
dress upon the bed. After this I knew not what 
to do, and sat down to rest. I looked at the swell- 
ing couch over whose cushions the firelight wavered 
drowsily. " We are not likely to have velvet 
couches at the farm," I thought, '' and it is better 
to despise such foolish luxuries." So I drew out 
a stiff-backed chair, and sat down to muse before 
the fire. 

I soon got tired of this, for I could not think 
without conjuring up my familiar wonders and 
forebodings, and these must be kept in the back- 
ground, in order that I might conduct myself 
properly in this house. I opened my door and 
looked around me. I knew the place well, but I 
did not care to be seen roaming about before I 
had received a welcome from my host or hostess. 
Weariness enabled me to overcome this diflflculty, 
and I presently found myself in the galleiy where 
the pictures hung and the cuiiosities were dii- 
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played in their cabinets ; where cbairs were placed 
for people to sit upon, and screens erected to keep 
away the draughts ; and where the light from the 
dome in the roof fell meilowly over the knight 
made of armor, who stood quite at the end of the 
gallery, near a narrow staircase which led down to 
the back premises of the house. This knight was 
an old friend. Mopsie had been very fond of a 
nook formed by the angle of the wall at his back, 
and in the days of our '^readings" had dragged a 
deep-seated arm-chair from a near room, and ar- 
ranged a tall, light screen behind his shoulders, 
forming a tiny triangular chamber. When I came 
upon this retreat now I took possession of it, for it 
was a pleasant place to sit in. The massive helmet 
of the knight on bis pedestal soared above the top 
of the screen, and stood out in bold relief against 
the soft brilliance of the painted dome. I seated 
myself in Mopsle's chair, and drew a little book 
from my pocket. In this little book John had 
copied out for me some sweet rhymes which were 
favorites of his and mine, and because I had thought 
the writing and the writer couid never be glorified 
enough, I had wrought round the margin of the 
pages a border of fanciful arabesque, which I had 
filled in with colors and gold. 

I turned over the pages absently. By and by I 
heard footsteps coming down the gallery and 
voices drawing near me. I hoped tha% whoever 
the people were, they might pass on without per- 
ceiving me. 1 did not like the idea of strangers 
peeping in behind the screen and wondering who I 
oould bQ. But the people came nearer, still oonvera- 
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ing in low, earoest tones, the soond of which made 
me start and wonder. They came up to the screen, 
which was just at the end of the gallery, aud 
stopped there, as people will pause at the extremity 
of a walk before they turn to retrace their steps. 
And it seemed as if my heart paused with them, 
for the speakers were Bachel Leecard ani John 
HoUingford, and this was the conversation 1 
heard: 

*< I think you are very unkind, John," said Bachel, 
and she spoke sullenly^ and as if she had been 
crjing. *'I only ask you not to hurry me, to give 
me time, and you complain as if I had refused alto- 
gether.'' 

^^I do not understand why you should want 
time," replied John; ** if what you have told me is 
true, if what you have promised is in good faith, I 
do not see why you should delay making every- 
thing known." 

''Nor do I see why you should wish for haste," 
said Bachel. '^ The announcement will be painful 
enough when it must be made. Have you ever 
thought of what Margery will say ?" 

'' Margery 1 God bless her I" said John, earnestly. 
''Sweet, unselfish soul! It will be a shock, but 
she will get over it. While this is going od, her 
eyes are a continual reproach to me. The position 
is intolerable. If you will not speak soon I must 
break my promise to jou and enlighten her." 

"No, no, nol" said Bachel, passionately. ''She 
suspects nothing, and let her rest awhile. She will 
not take it so quietly as jou think. Every one 
will cry out at me, and I know that I deserve 
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it. Pity me, John " — here her Toice broke down 
— << but, for God's sake, leave me to myself for a 
time." 

^'Let it be a short time, then/' said John, sadly. 
^ I must say I am grieved to see that this is such 
a bard trial to you. Ater all that has been, all you 
have told me, I did not expect to find you so weak 
and selfish." 

^I am weak and I am selfish," sobbed Bachel; 
^do not expect to find me anything elne. I am 
struggling to be something better ; but whatever I 
am, John, be sure that I love you, and have loved 
you all these years. Leave me a little time, and I 
will do everything you wish." 

^' Lei it be so, then," said John — '' a short time, 
remember. My poor, dear girl I My lost darling, 
so unexpectedly found." 

And tiiey vmlked away together down the gal- 
lery, talking till their voices and their steps died 
away. The thick, yellow daylight was almost ex- 
tinct in the gallery by this time, and it was nearly 
dark behind the screen. It was night at four 
o'clock in those days, and it was not till the dress- 
ing-bell for dinner rang at near seven that I went, 
feeling my way along the gallery, back to my own 
chamber. I do not know what I had been doing 
in the meantime. A chorus of soft voices warbled 
in conversation on the stairs as a band of graceful 
ladies tripped up to their several apartments. Miss 
Leonard came to me in my rich, hot, heavy room, 
and helped me to dress. I told her I had come too 
soon, and had been rambling about. I believe that 
was what I said. She fastened my sash, and even 
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tied my sandals, for mj fingers were shakirg. Sbe 
bent over my feet with her glorious face and her 
firm, white hands. I think she had a black velvet 
frock and a diamond waist buckle, but I am not 
sure. The charm of her beauty overshone these 
things. As she busied herself among my hooks 
and eyes, I saw our two reflections in a glass — she 
who Lad loved John for years, and I who had only 
known him for a few short months. 

As I went down the stairs with Bachel, I told 
myself it was true wbat John said, that I should 
get over it. The drawing-room was full of gay 
people, and my first thought was, looking round 
It, that there was no man there equal to John — ^no 
woman there equal to Bachel. Why had I thrust 
myself between them ? 

"When John took my hand, with just his old, lov- 
ing pressure, the first wave of despair broke over 
me. *^ Get over it?*' I asked myself ; but that was 
all. I believed that John* was sitting by Bachel, 
but I did not see the dinner-table not the people 
sitting at it. They tbot;ght I was shy or proud, 
and did not trouble me with conversation. A sound 
was in my ears, which I thought was like the rush- 
ing of a storm in an Indian forest. All my life lay 
before me like a blot of ink on a bright page. Why 
must I give trouble and carry a sore heart 1 Why 
was I left behind to come to Hillsbro^? Why did 
not my father aod mother take me with them, that 
I might have died of their fever and been buried 
in their Indian g? a ve? But how Bachel laughed. 
All the evening f-he was the most brilliant, beauti- 
tvHf witty creature that ever enlivened a company. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

My children, when I sat that night over the 
embers of my dying fire in my chamber at Hills- 
bro' Hall, whilst every one else was asleep, there 
has never been a more desolate creature in the 
world than I felt myself to be. I had behaved all 
the evening very meekly and quietly, keeping out 
of John's way, accepting BicheFs attentions, watch- 
ing and admiring her with a dull kind of fascina- 
tion. I remember observing absently, in a mirror 
at the other end of the room, the white, pensive 
face of a joung girl sitting very still in a comer, 
rapt in thought or pain. I wondered whether she 
was sick or in trouble ; but afterwards I found 
by accident that I had been speculating about my- 
self. A little chill smile came to my lips at this 
discovery ; but I felt hardly any surprise at seeing 
myself thus so different from what I had ever been 
before. The world had changed, and I with it, 
since the fall of twilight in the gallery. 

Rachel sang and the room applauded; people 
danced and Rachel amongst them ; young gentle- 
men were introduced to me, and I told them *^ I 
don't dance" with my cold lips. There was an 
agonizing pressure on my senses, of sound, light, 
perfume. I thought it was tbeFe things that gave 
the pain, while from my heart, which seemed per- 
fectly still, came forth at intervals the repetition. 
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" I will got over it, I will get over it." Jobn foand 
me oufc, and said, quite stariied, ''What is the mat- 
ter with you, Margery!*' I comp^ained of '*my 
head," and dre^ dt^ck withiu the ahelter of a cur- 
tain. "Margery, my dearest, you are ill," he said, 
and then the flood gates of bitterness opened in 
my heart. How long was he going to act a cruel 
lie to mo? I said, "I am ill; I must go to bed.' 
He followed me out of the room, questioned me 
anxiously, wrapped me in a shawl, stood at the 
foot of the stairs watching till I passed out of 
Bight ; all as if he bad still loved me. 

"Wiien I reached my room I blew out my candles, 
and the fireplace was the only spot of light in the 
large, shadowy room. I walked up and down in 
the dark, thinking about it all. I could imagine 
how Bachel and John had met whilst I was still in 
Miss Sweetman's schoolroom. There had been a 
quarrel, and they had never met again till that ^ 
momicg in the sunrise on the snow. I knew the 
story as perfectly as if the firelight were printiog 
it all over the walls for me to read. And then I 
had risen up between them, and here I stood be- 
tween them now, when all their mistakes had been 
cleared up, and all their old feelings revived. Wel^ 
I would not be in their way. I would go away 
from Hillsboro*. 

I crept over to the fire, drew the embers together, 
and watched them waning and dying in the grate. 
I no longer told myself that I should get over it. 
I knew that I should not die, or go mad, nor do 
anything that people could talk about ; but deep 
in my heart I knew that here was a sorrow that 
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would go with me to my grave. I felt that I was 
not a girl to pat my foot on the memory of it, and 
go out into the world to be wooed and won afresh. 
I knew that the spring of my days were going to 
end in winter. Then I thought of how happy I 
had been. At last my heart swelled up in softer 
grief, and I wept with my face buried in my arms 
where I lay upon the hearthrug. And so after 
long grieving, I sobbed myself to sleep, and 
wakened in the dark, towards morning, shuddering 
with cold in my thin dress. 

The next day I was ill with a feverish cold, and 
Bachel tended me. Never was there a nurse more 
tender, more patient, more attentive. I was not 
at all so ill as to require constant watching, but 
she hovered about my bed, applying remedies, 
tempting me with dainties, changing my pillows, 
shifting the blinds so as to keep the room cheerful, 
yet save my burning eyes from the light. She 
would not be coaxf d away from me even for an 
hour. Mrs. Hill, though kind and sympathetic 
herself, in a different way, was dissatisfied, I think. 
There were other guests, and she was a lady who 
took the duties of hospitality seriously to heart. 
But Bachel, charming, even when provoking, knew 
how to manage her adopted mother. There were 
whispered discussions between them, of which, I 
lying with closed eyes, was supposed to know 
nothing, and then Bachel would steal her graceful 
arm round Mrs. Hill's portly waist, and kiss her, 
and put her out of the room. Mrs. Hill was very 
good to me, and scrupulously left her poodle dog 
on the mat outside the door when she came to visit 
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me ; but her Tocation was not for waiting in siok- 

rOO!£S. 

Bacbel, softvoicedy light footed as a sister of 
mercy, moved aboat jn her pale gray woollen gown, 
with a few snow-drops in her breast, her face more 
thoughtful and sad, yet sweeter than I had ever 
seen it. She had a work-basket beside her, and a 
book, while she sat by the head of my bed, but I 
saw tb at she occupied herself only with her thoughts, 
sittirg with her hands laced loosely together in her 
lap, gaziug across the room through a distant win- 
dow at the ragged, scratchy outlines of the bare, 
brown wood that hid the chimneys of the farm 
from the view of the inmates of the Hall. 

It needed no witchcraft to divine her thoughts. 
She was thinking of John at the farm, and possibly 
of all thit had passed there between him and me. 
It saddened her, but I thought she must be very 
secure in her ftith, for there was no angry disturb- 
ance in her anxious eyes, no bitterness of jealousy 
aboet her soft, sweet lips. I read her behavior all 
through like a printed leger d ; her faithful kind- 
ness, her tender care, her thoughtful regret. She 
was feeling in her woman^s heart the inevitable 
wroi]g she was about to do me, measuring my love 
by the strength and endurance of her own, and 
pitying me with a pv>j which was great in propor- 
tio J to the happiness which was to be her own lot 
for life. 

Everywhere she moved I followed her with John's 
eyes, it seemed, seeing new beauties in her, feeling 
how he mast love her. In my weak desolation I 
wished to die, that I might slip quietly out of the 
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hold of my kind enemy, leaving raoant for her the 
place from which she was going to thrust me with 
her sLrong, genie hands. But under her care I 
recovered quickly. 

Ne«^er had there been such a nurse, such a pet- 
ting, fondling, bewitching guardian of an ill-hu- 
mored, nervous, thankless patient. How lovingly 
she tucked me up on the couch by the fire- 
side ; how unweariedly she sought to amuse me 
with her sprightly wit; how nimbly her feet 
went and caooe ; how deftly and readily her hand 
ministered ; I could never tell you half of it, my 
dears 1 If her face fell into anxious lines while my 
eyes were closed, no sooner did I seem to wake to 
consciousness again than the sunshine and the 
archness beamed out. Once or twice it smote me 
that she wondered at my petularce and gloom — 
wondere<1, not knowing that my time had already 
come, that the burden of the sorrow she had brought 
me was already upon my shoulders. ** Are you in 
pain, dear?" she wou.d ask, perplexed. ^^I am 
afraid you are worse than we think ; " and I would 
answer coldly, <' Thank you ; I suffer a little, but it 
will pass away. It is only weakness. Fray, do 
not trouble yourself so much about me.'' 

My only excuse was that my heart was breaking ; 
but this I could not explain. And still she was 
faithful and winning, would not take offence, and 
would not be repelled. It was hard work trying 
to hate her, and I gave it up at last. One time 
when her hand hovered by me I caught it going 
past, kissed it, and burst into tears. <' Forgive 
me,*' I said, '^you are an angel, and I — " I felt 
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that I bad been something very evil in the past few 
days. " My poor little nervous darling 1 " she said, 
down OD her knees, with her arms about me, '^ what 
shall we do to make you stroi^g ? " " Li;.tle " she 
called me, though I was as tail as she. I acknowl- 
edged her superior greatness for compelling love, 
and letting the bitterness roll out of my heart for 
the time, like a huge load, I laid my head upon her 
shoulder for a long, miser ble cry. Desperately I 
invented excuses for my tears, but I shed tliem, 
and they did me good. After that I no longer 
struggled against the spell of her attraction. I 
loved her even out of the depth of the misery she 
had caused me. 

She saw that I was growing to love her, and she 
was glad, and I winced at her delight. She was 
thinking that by and by, when I should have "got 
over it,'' she and I would be friends. I smarted 
silently, and smiled. I would not be a weeping, 
deserted damsel. I would try to be strong and 
gendrous, and keep my sorrow to myself. 

During this illness of mine, which lasted about a 
week, John came often to the Hall to inquire for 
me. Good lifctle Mrs. H 11 would come into the 
room smiling, and say, '^Eachel, you must go down 
to Mr. Hollingford. He wa :t8 to hear from your 
own lips about your patient." And she wtuld sit 
with me, talking about h r dogs aad the county 
facnilies, till BacheVs return, who always brought 
me kind messages, and seemed anxious to deliver 
them faithfully. I thought she always came back 
with signs of disturbance in her face, either very 
pale, or with a heightened color. Once I thought 
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she looked as if she had been orying ; she puQed 
down the blinds immediately on entering the room, 
and sat with her back to the light. 

"Margery," said she, by and by, "Mrs. Holling- 
ford is coming to see you to-morrow." 

*^Is she?" said 1, with a great pang at my 
heart. 

I could not say " I am glad," for the dear old 
lady's true face rose up before me, a treasure I had 
lost, and I lay back upon my cushions, and thought 
it would be well if I could die. 

The next morning Baehel was restless and 
absent. Early in the day she left me suddenly, 
and came back dressed in her riding habit. 

" I am going for a ride, dear," she said hurriedly. 
" I am not very well ; I need fresh air. You can 
do without me for a few hours, I dare say." 

Somethiog in her manner made me wonder. I 
heard the mustering of horses on the gravel, and 
dragged myself to the window to see if John 
Hollingford were of the party. But he was not 
there. Lying on my sofa afterwards I remembered 
Mrs. HoUiugford's expected visit, and felt sure 
that BacLel had gone away to avoid her. I re- 
membered that they had never yet met, and I 
easily saw a reason for Bachers fearing her eyes at 
present. In the midst of these reflections came 
my dear second mother. 

Mrs. Hill brought her to me. The contrast be- 
tween them was striking. Mrs. Hill was short, fat 
and plain, and had narrowly escaped from nature's 
hands without the stamp of a vulgar little woman. 

Mrs. Hollingford was tail and slender, with a 
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worn, noble face, and, in spite of all ciroum- 
fltances, looked the ideal of an ancient ^high- 
born ladye." 

When I looked at her I felt that it would be im- 
possible for me to go back to the farm. I thought 
that when we found ourselves alone I would tell 
her what I had learned, aod beg her to permit me 
to go straight from the Hall to London, whence I 
could write a letter of release to John. But Mrs. 
Hill stayed with us some time, and in the mean- 
time mj courage oozed away. When I found my- 
self face to face with her, and no one eke there, I 
could n^t say a word of my confession. I realized 
what would be her dismay, her indignation, and 
worst of all, I feared her incredulity. She would 
assuredly speak to John whc^n she went home, and 
all my pride revolted at the thought. So I let the 
opportunity go by. 

I told her of Miss Leonardos kindness. She had 
been a little hurt, I think, at the young lady^s 
abi^ence, but she was never used to look for sligUls, 
and my testimony cleared away all shadow of 
offence}. Afterwards I found that the girls at home 
were indignant at Miss Leonard's hauteur. They 
had expected something different. She had dis- 
appoincd them. Mrs. Hill was courteous, Mr. 
Hill was kind, but Mi%s Leonard ignored the dear 
old mother altogether. 

^' 'Tis always the way with upstarts,'' said Jane ; 
and the foolish little hearts were up in arms. 

^^Tell me, my darling,^ saii Mrs. HoUingford, 
with her arm around my neck, *^ is there anything 
amiss between you and John t" 
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<^What oould there be amiss?'' I said, kissing 
her hand, and avoidirg her eyes. '^I have not 
seen him since the day I oame here. He Las called 
to inquire for me constantly." 

'^ I thought of it before you left us,*' she said, 
sadly, " and I fear it more every day. He is — ^you 
are bo^h strangely altered. Margery, don't jilt my 
son. He is not as fine a gentleman as others you 
may see, but you will never meet his like." 

I turned my head away, and said nothing. What 
was there that I could say ? My heart was big 
with much that I could not tell, and I was silent. 
And so the occasion passed away. Mrs. Holling- 
ford went home with a bitter doubt in her heart, 
and the doubt was all of me. 

After he had gone Mrs. Hill came and sat with 
me, and tried to amuse me. She was a good little 
woman, but her gossip was tiresome, and her anec- 
dotes worldly. I was glad when her duty to her 
other guests carried her away. You will find it 
hard, my dears, to understand from my account of 
tills time that I was staying at a pleasant country 
house full of merry making people. But the people 
were only shadows to me, and the time a puzzle. 
What was not real to me then, I cannot make real 
to you now. 

The afternoon was wet and windy, and the riding- 
party returned early, all but Bachel and another 
lady and geutleman. These came home later. I 
was sitting in my room, in the firelight, alone, when 
Bachel came to me, laughing, in her wet riding- 
habit, saying she had had enough of the weather. 

I said, ''Yes, it is a pity you went." 
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'< No, not a pitj," she said. Then, ^Has not Mrs. 
Hollingf ord been here V^ 

"Yes," I said, 

^' Here, in this room, with yout^ 

*^ There, in that chair, by your side.'' 

She turned and looked at the chair with a 
strange look, which was wonderful to see, but 
quite indescribable. She drew it to the hearth, 
and sat down in it, throwing back her wet skirts, 
and leaning towards the fire. Then I saw that she 
looked pale and worn, as if her riding had not done 
her much good. 

'<Do you not love her, this Mrs. Hollingf ord f" 
she said, presently. 

" Dearly," I said. 

*^ Will you describe her to me f '' said Bachel. 

'^ She is tall and handsome," I began. 

''Yes," put in Bachel, *' I have heard so.'' 

''There is something grand about her, though 
she dresses as gravely and poorly as a nun. Her 
face is sweet and sad, and can be stem. Her hair 
is silver gray — " 

" No," said, Bachel hurriedly, '' brown. I heard 
that it was a beautiful chestnut brown.^' 

" It is nearly white now," said I. 

Bachel did not speak again for some minutes. 
Looking at her presently, I was surprised to see 
her face quivering, and great shining tears follow- 
ing one another swiftly and silently into her lap. 

"Do not mind me," she said. "I went to see a 
poor girl on the estate, who is dying. Her mother 
was sitting at the head of her bed. She told me 
the girl had never vexed her in her life." 
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''And has that made you sadt'' asked I, thinking 
the girl was to be envied. 

<• Very sad," said Baohel ; sadder than I could 
tell." 

We were silent awhile, and then said Rachel : 

^' It must have made her grow old before her 
time, that trouble." 

<<Do you mean Mrs. Hollingf ord t" said I. 

*^ Yes," said Rachel. ^' The grief, and the shame, 
and the blight." 

<• There should be no shame, no blight, for the 
innocent," I said. 

''The world does not think so," said Rachel, 
with a stern cloud on her face. 

''The world!" I said, contemptuously. 

She lifted her eyes from the fire to my face 
"Yes, I know you are a brave, independent little 
soul," she said. "Will you answer me one thing 
truly t Did you not feel even a shadow of shrinking 
or regret when you promised to marry John Holl- 
ingf ord?" 

"Not a shadow," I said bitterly. "I accepted 
him for what I belieyed him to be, not for what the 
world might think of him." 

" I wish God had made me like you," she said, 
solemnly ; and then got up, with a wild, sad look 
in her face, and left me without another word, for- 
getting to lift up her wet trailing habit, which she 
dragged along the ground as she went. 

After she had gone I sat there, angry, amazed, 
and sick at heart. I thought she had well said to 
John, " I am weak and selfish." I had never told 
her of my engagement, and she had talked to me of 
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it unbltiBbingly. Thinking of her own sacrifioey 
she had forgotten my wrong and pain. I had seen 
into the working of har thoughts. She could lore 
John and injure me, but she could nofc be content 
without the approval of the world. The young 
farmer was worthy of love, but he was not rich 
enough, nor grand enough, nor was his soiled name 
fitted for the spoilt child of wealth. She could 
steal away my treasure without enriching herself — 
could destroy the peace of two minds, without 
creating any contentment for herself out of the 
wreck. ^^ Poor John T' I thought, ^'your chances 
of happiness are no better than my own, even 
though you have paid a dishonorable price lor 
them." And I hated her after that. 



CHAPTER IX. 

The winter was passing away at this time, and 
spring days were beginning to shine. I walked out 
of my bed-room into the bright March world, and 
saw the primroses laughicg in the hollows. I 
thought my heart broke outright when I heard the 
first lark begin to smg. After that things went 
still further wrong. John came to take me out for 
a drive one day, and I would not go. And the 
Tyrrells were staying at the Hall. 

Whether it was that Bachel shunned me of her 
own wish, or because she saw that I had learned to 
despise her, I do not know ; but we kept apart. 
My poor soul was quite adrift. Anguish for the 
past, disgust at the present, terror of the future, 
all weighed on it. If I had known of any convex t 
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of saintly nuns, such as I had read of in poems and 
legends, who took the weary in at their door and 
healed the sick, who would have preached to me, 
prayed with me, let me sit at their feet and weep 
at their knees till I had struggled through this 
dark phase of my life, I would hare got up and fled 
to tbem in the night, and left no trace behind me. 

I hated to stay at the Hall, and yet I stayed. 
Mr. Hill — ^kind heart! — said he would bar the 
gates, and set on the dogs if I attempted to move. 
He and his wife both fancied at this time to make 
a pet of me. I had been ill in their house, and I 
must get well in tkeir house. They would warrant 
to make the time pleasant. So the Tyrrells were 
bidden to come aud stay a month. Grace Tyrrell 
arrived with her .high spirits, her friyolity, her 
odor of the world, took me in her hands, and 
placed herself at once between me and Bachel. 
She found me weak, irritable, wobegone. She 
questioned, petted, coaxed. Partly through curi- 
osity, and partly through good-nature, she tried to 
win my confidence, and in an evil hour I told her 
all my trouble. I listened to her censure, scofEs, 
counsels, and my heart turned to steel against 
John. 

She was older than me by fiye or six years. I 
was a good, little simple babe, she said, but she, 
she knew the world. It was only in story books, 
or by younglings like me tbat lovers were ex- 
pected to be true. Miss Leonard was an ^'old 
flame," and, if all that was said might be true, 
would be heiress of Hillsboro'. Yes, yes, she 
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knew ; I need not blaze out. I had made myself a 
hero, as simple hearts do, but my idol was clay all 
the same. Wealth and power would do for John 
Hollingford what his father's misconduct had un- 
done. It was utter silliness my abatdng myself, 
saying that Bachel Leonard was more lovable than 
L Her rich expectations were her superior charm. 
Oh me I how people will talk, just to be thought 
knowing, just to be thought wise, just to dazzle, 
and to create an excitement for the hour. 

I do think that Grace Tyrrell lored me after her 
own fashion, and that she thought I had been 
hardly used; but the sympathy she gave me was a 
weak sympathy, that loved to spend itself in words, 
that was curious to sift out the matter of my grief, 
that laid little wiles to prove the judgment she had 
given me true. She had watched them (Bachel and 
John), she said, and John's manner was not the 
manner of a lover, though he affected it as much 
as be could. He was trying to bind her with 
promises, but she would not be bound. Yes, she, 
Grace, had watched them, and would watch them. 
Every night she brought me into her room, and 
detailed her observations of the day, and pitied and 
petted and carassed her poor darling. I was weak 
in health, and unutterably lonely and sad, and I 
dung to her protection and kindness. But in- 
stinctively I distrusted her judgment. I disliked 
her coarse views of things, and followed her coun* 
sels doubtingly. 

I have not described her to you yet, my children. 
Imagine, then, a showy, frivolous-looking, blonde 
young woman, fond of pretty feathers and flowers, 
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and gay colors ; pretty enough in her way, good- 
humored and talkative. 

I thought, then, that I had every reason to be 
grateful to ber, and I blamed myself for not loving 
her spontaneously, as I had loved, as I still fou'jtht 
against loving Bachel. I think now that I had no 
reason to be grateful to her. If she had not been 
always by my side, so faithful, so watchful, so 
never failing with her worldly lesson, I think I 
should have found a way out of the darkness of my 
trouble. I think I should have softened a little 
when Bachel met me in the gallery, twined her soft 
arm round my neck, and asked me why we two 
should be so estranged. I thirk I should have 
wept when John took my hand between his two 
and asked me, in God^s name, to tell him why I had 
grown so altered. But I was blind, deaf, and 
dumb to their advances. Their reproaches were 
meaningless, their caresses treacherous, and I 
would have none of them. I would stand where 
they themselves had placed me, but I would draw 
no nearer to set their conEciences at rest. And 
then there was Captain Tyrrell at the Hall. 

Why did Grace Tyrrell want me to marry her 
brother? I do not know; unless because she 
liked me, for she was fond of him ; unless because 
my substantial dowry would be of use to the needy 
man of fashion. I had heard before that he had 
made two unsuccessful attempts to marry an 
heiress. I was not an heiress, but the hand that I 
should give to a husband would be pretty well 
filled. At all events he was ever by my side, and 
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Grace (I am now sure) helped him to contrive that 
it should be so. I did not like him ; I never had 
liked him. Before I had come to Hillsbro' he had 
wearied me with compliments and attentions. When 
he had visited me at the farm, elegant as he was, I 
had contrasted him unfavorably with the absent 
*' ploughman," wondering that language had only 
provided one word, ^'man,'' by which to designate 
two creatures so different. He was the same now 
that he had been then ; but I, who had soared to 
things higher, had fallen. Any one was useful to 
talk to, to walk with, to drive with, so that time 
might pass ; any noise, any bustle, that would keep 
me from thinking, was gratef uL So I tolerated the 
attention of Oaptain Tyirell, and he and Grace 
hemmed me in between them. Bachel looked on 
in silence, sometimes with contempt, sometimes 
with wondering pity. John kept further and 
further aloof, and his face got darker, and sadder, 
and sterner to me. And this it was that bewildered 
and chafed me more than anything I had suffered 
yet. Why, since he had turned his back upon me, 
would he keep constantly looking over his shoulder t 
And, oh me I h w Grace did whisper ; and how her 
wbipperB fired me wi'h pride, while the confidence 
I had foolishly given her daily wore away my 
womanly self respect. 

My ch Idren, you will wonder why I did not be- 
have hero'cally urder this trial. You despise a 
heroine who is subject to the most conmion faults 
and failings. The old woman now can look back 
and mark out a better course of conduct for the 
girl. But the girl is gone — the past is past, the 



THE LATE HISS HCLLINGFOBD. 77 

life is lived. I was full of the humors and dela- 
sions of nineteen years, and I saw the glory and 
delight of my youth wrecked. Existence was 
merely inextricable confusion in the dark. I never 
dreamt of a path appearing, of a return of sun- 
shine, of a story like this to be afterwards told, 

Bachers conduct was variable and strange to me 
at this time. She kept aloof from me, as I have 
told you, looking on at my poor little frantic 
eff< rts to be careless with a grand contempt. She 
watched me as closely as Orace watcLed her ; but 
one day, I know not how it happened, some word 
of jealous misery escaped me, aad Bachel grew 
very white aod silent, and there was a loLg pause 
of days before either of us addressed the other 
again ; but BacheFs look and manner was altered 
to me from that moment. A long, tender, wistful 
gaze followed me about. She did not dispute 
Oiace Tyrreirs possession of me, but it made her 
uneasy. She was observant and sad, patient and 
kind, while .my manner to her was often irritable 
and repellant. One night she stole into my room 
when I was sinking to sleep, and bent over me in 
my bed. " My darling, my sister I" she said, " let 
me kiss you ; let me put my arms round you. Oh I 
why will you always turn away from me f 

I did not answer, except by moving my faco 
shudderingly aside. 

** Margery,'' she whispered again, '< tell me why 
you have turned against me and John HoUingf ord.** 

<* You and John I" said I, opening my eyes and 
looking at her. '^ Yes, tbat is it. You and John. 
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Dear me ; am I not grateful to you both T How 
odd!" 

<< Margery, shall I swear that you have no reason 
to be jealous of me?" 

« Oh, DO, Rachel," I said ; " don't swear. Go away 
and be happy, as I am, and sleep soundly." 

She moved away a step or two, but came back 
hesitatingly. 

"Margery," said she, "I want to tell you — ^if you 
will listen to me— I have a great trouble." 

"Have yout" said L "To think of anyone 
havicg a trouble in this world! I can't believe it." 

" But Margery," she said, putting her hands on 
my shoulders, aod looking down at me, "I have a 
secret, and I came here to tell it to you, and you 
must listen, for it concerns you." 

"Does it?" said I; "then you had better not 
trust me with jour secret, BacheL £ think I have 
a wild creature chained tip in me somewhere, and 
it might do you harm. I advise you not to have 
anything to do with me. Good-night." 

"AH I" said she bitterly, turning away, "was 
ever any one so changed in so short a time. This is 
Miss Tyrrell's doing. She is a spy upon me, and 
yet I defy her to know anything about me. She 
has filled you with her own cruel prejudice." 

"Do not say anything against the Tyrrels in my 
hearing," I said. " They are the dearest friends I 
have." 

" If that be tine," answered Bachel thoughtfully, 
"I have nothing more to say. The thing that I 
was going to tell you does not concern you, and I 
have been spared a humiliation for the present. 
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'When you know all, you can cry out i^gainst me 
with the rest. Bemember," she added distinctly, 
with proud bitterness, '* £ give you full permission/' 
She turned away and moved across the room; 
she stopped before the dying fire, standing above 
it, and looking down into it. I saw her dark figure 
between me and the fading glare, her head lowered 
on her breast, her arms hanging dejectedly by her 
side. She mused there a few minutes, and then 
went noiselessly out of the room. 

OHAPTEB X. 

Early summer was already upon the land, flowers 
were blooming, and the reign of sunshine had 
begun. The cuckoo haunted the Hall gardens, 
rabbits basked in the glades, and the woods were 
alive wiib singing birds. 

A' little thing happened which surprised me. A 
troop of us were riding one day along the moor, 
and by the outskirts of the road, I, being foremost, 
espied two figures at a distance among the trees, 
and recognizing the girls from the farm, I pressed 
on and came on them unawares, where they were 
down ontheir knees, gathering mosses out of the 
grass. Mopsie was on my neck in a moment, but 
Jane was a little shy. I had to coax her to be 
frank. 

She thought I must be changed, she said, I 
stayed away so long. If I cared for them any more, 
I would have come to see them. Mother was not 
very well, and John, when at home, was duU. He 
fretted about something. Did I not know what it 
was about? 



•» 



80 TBI LATB MISS HOLLINaTOBD. 

<< 'Whether I come or stay, you must believe in 
me, Jane," said I; '^I am not one of those that 
change. I will go back with you now and see your 
mother. Here are the rest of our party comiug; 
we will meet them and tell them what I am going 
to do." 

'^That is Miss Leonard," I added, seeing Rachel 
riding foremost. ^'Are you not curious to see 
hert^ Jane said ^^Yes," and and walked on beside 
me, holding my whip. 

The sun was in Bachers face till she passed into 
the shade right before us. She raised her eyes 
then and looked at us, started yiolently, gave her 
reins a sudden wild pluck; the horse reared, 
plunged, and flung her. I screamed and sprang to 
tLe ground, but Jane stood immovable, looking at 
Bacbel where she lay, staring at her with a face 
which had changed from glowing red to white. I 
pushed her aside to reach Bachel. She turned 
quickly round, and, without a word, began walking 
rapidly towards heme. She passed out of sight 
without looking back. It all occurred in a 
minute. 

The other riders came up ; Rachel was not 
injured, only a little bruised and faint. She was 
too nervous to remount. Our party rode home 
and I sat with Rachel on the grass, till a ser- 
vant came with a pony carriage. The man 
took our horses, and I drove Rachel home. She 
cried hysterically all the time whilst we waited 
in the wood. I did not see any more of Jane, and, 
of course, I did not pay my proposed visit to her 
mother. Rachel did not attempt to explain the 
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cause of the accident, and I did not ask her any- 
thing about it. I remembered Jane's face, and I 
puzzled over her strange conduct in silence. It was 
imposiible not to think that she had beheld in 
Bachel some one whom she had not expected, and 
was not well pleased to see. Yet this young girl 
had been a child when she had come to Hillsbro', 
and she had not known Bachel by name. My head 
ached distressfully over the puzzle, but I could 
make nothing of it. Jane was an odd girl ; she had 
conceived a prejudice against Miss Leonard, and 
had taken a whimsically rude way of showing it. 
This was all the conclusion I coald come to on the 
subject. 

One eveniug we had a dinner party, and a good 
many young people being present, we danced 
a little. I danced more gaily than the rest, for my 
heart was unusually sore. Orace Tyrrel had told 
me that day that she proposed leaving the Hall 
next week, and had pressed me to go with her to 
London. I thought I had better go, yet I had re- 
fused her. I knew I must leave Hillsbro', yet I 
shrank from the great effort of tearing myself 
away. Here I had been loved and happy; the 
trees and the moors knew it; even the strange 
faces of the country people passing on the roads 
had seemed to be in my secret, and had played 
their simple part in my dream. I felt that, once 
gone, I could never return, and I must first have 
an explanation with John, and put an ecd to our 
0* gagement. Yet how to seek him for such a 
purpose t I had kept at so great a distance from 
him lately that it seemed impossible. I felt that he 
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would be relieved by my ab8eiice» and glad of his 
release^ but my own woe pressed upon me. I 
feared to make a fool of myself, if he was kind as 
of old when we said good-bye. 

So I was dancing with the rest, and Oaptain 
Tjrrell was my partner. We were very merry. 
Oraoe was playing for us, and looked approvingly 
over her shoulders. John had been with us at 
dinner, but I lost sight of him, and as I did not 
see Bachel either, my fancy saw them walking 
in the moonlight without. For it was a warm 
evening, the windows were open, the stars bright, 
and people went in and out at their pleasure 
The flowers smelt sweetly in the dew, and th 
nightingales were singing. There was a game of 
hide-and-seek on the lawn, and when the shrieks 
and laughter were subsiding, some one began to 
qing within. Bachel was entertaining the old 
ladies and gentlemen, and the rovers flocked round 
the windows to listen. I had sauntered with Gap- 
tain Tyrrell into a grove to hear a nightingale, and 
I was weary to death of his company. He was 
trying to ms^e me promise to go to London, << Oh, 
let it rest,^ I said, ^* we will talk about it tomor- 
row. Let us be merry to-night. We will play 
hide-and-seek again t" and I darted suddenly 
among the trees, and lay close behind a great oak. 
My squire lost me } I heard him go past plunging 
through the underwood, and grumbling a little. I 
lay still till he had given up the search and gooe 
towards the house, and then, like the silly lamb in 
the spelling-book story, I came forth in Uie moon- 
light, and if I did not skip and frisk about with 
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delight, I at least enjoyed myself after the only 
dismal fashion I could command. Captain Tyrrell 
was to me, in these days, a veritable old man of 
the sea, I could not get rid of him, and sometimes 
I thought in my most despairing moods that it 
was going to be my lot to carry him on my shoul- 
ders for the remainder of my life. 

I was walking slowly, musing ruefully, when I 
saw a figure advancing to meet me on the path. 
I saw at a glance that it was John Hollingford 
The time had been when I would have flown gladly 
to meet him, licked my arm in his, and seized the 
opportimity for one of our old talks about pleasant 
fancies. But this was not the friend I bad known, 
nor was I any longer the simple girl who could 
open her heart to trust, and delight in shining 
dreams. The pleasant fancies had been proved 
cheats, the stars had fallen. I no longer looked up 
at the sky, but down to the ground. For a moment 
I shrank back, and would have hidden, but then I 
thought bitterly, what did it matter t Unpleasant 
words must be said between us, sooner or later 
A very few would suffice. Better they were said 
at once. 

^ Margery," said John, '* people are looking for 
you, and talking about you. I have come to felch 
you to the house. To tell the truth I am glad of 
the opportunity of saying something which has 
been long upon my mind. Will you bear with me 
a few minutes t" 

'*Yes," I said, ^< certainly. As long as you 
please,** and I tossed little pieces of twig over my 
shoulder, and prepared myself to listen. Oh, mj 
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dears, how defiant women will be, just for the fear 
of being pitied. 

<< You must know very well,'' he continued, ^^ what 
I am going to say. I have a right to ask you for 
an explanation of your conduct for the past few 
weeks. People are coupling your name with that 
of Captain Tyrrell, and with good reason. You 
are so changed that I scarcely see a trace of ihe 
Margery I once knew. OhDd I if you repent of the 
promise you hare given me, tell me now and I will 
set you free. I remember the circumstances under 
which that promise was given. You, perhaps, ex- 
aggerated your own feelings ; you have since re- 
newed your acquaintance with people and ways of 
life that suit you best. I will try not to blame 
you. Speak out at once, and do not think of me.*' 

The truthful ring of feeling and reproach in his 
voice startled my ears, and set my heart struggling 
for liberty to give an honest response to this ap- 
peal. A few simple words would have been enough, 
but the recollection of all that I knew came back 
too quickly. The conviction of his insincerity and 
injustice suddenly bewildered me with anger, keen 
in proportion to the desolation I had suffered. 

*' Sir,'^ said I (we said '* sir " for politeness in those 
days, my dears), loftily, coldly, and in utter despair, 
'^I will take you at your word. Let the promise 
between us be broken from this moment I" 

He heaved a great sigh, of relief, I thought, and 
being near the house we parted with much polite- 
ness. Thus we put an end to our engagement. 
Holy and indestruct ble I had believed it to be ; 
but then I was an ignorant little fool. People 



THB LATB lOSS nOLLIKGFOBD. 85 

shake hands and say good-bye every day, and 
never dream of being so mad as to spoil to-morrow 
with tears. As for me, I did not wait for to mor- 
row. That night was piteous with the rain of my 
grief. But Grace was at hand to comfort, to 
counsel, to instruct, which she did with her own 
pecuUar figures of speech. 

<'You are a brave little girlT' she said. ^'I am 
glad you had spirit to act on the first notice to 
quit. It would have been so much more humiliat- 
ing to have waited for a forcible ejectment." 

And I promised to accompany her to London. 

CHAPTER XI. 

Mrs. Hill had a protty little bedizened boudoir, 
blue silk hangings elegantly festooned with bird- 
cages, couches and divans for its mistress's dogs 
and cats, with a spare seat for a friend who might 
venture in at any time for a dish of private chit- 
chat with the lady of the Hall. Into this apart- 
ment I was confidentially drawn by Mrs. Hill on 
the morning after my moonlight conversation with 
John, as with heavy eyes and hectic cheeks, but 
with a saucy tongue in reserve, specially sharpened, 
and a chin htld at the extreme angle of self-com- 
placency and and no toleration of interference from 
others, I was sailing majestically down-stairs to 
put my melancholy finger as usual into the pie of 
the pleasures and pastimes of the day. 

''Gome in, my dear," she said mysteriously, 
with her finger to her lip, nodding her little fat 
face good-humoredly at me, and making all her 
little curls shake. ''I tLink you are a very safe 



^ 
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persoD, my love, and, besides, so fond of RacheL 
I would not trouble you with my news, only tbat 
it is a secret, and a secret is a thing tbat I never 
could endure for any length of time without bring- 
ing en hysterics. You are not fond of my darlings, 
I know. There, we will send a^ay the noisiest.'' 

Ard Mrs.HiU hereupon tumbled some half-dozen 
fluffy bodies out of the window on to the verandah 
below, and stood for the next few moments wagging 
her head and coquetting down at the ill tempered 
little brutes, who whined and scowled their resent- 
ment of the disrespectful treatment they had re- 
ceived. 

^^Ho, my beauties! run, skip, jump I" cried the 
lady, throwing up her little fat arms. And the 
dogs, rolling their bodies away into the sun at last, 
her attention returned to me. 

^^I must first tell you, my love,'' said she, draw- 
ing a letter from her pocket, and smoothing it open 
on her knee, ^'I must first confide to you in strict 
secrecy that our dear Bachel is engaged to be 
married." 

Here the ecstatic fury of the singing-birds 
reached such a deafening climax that their mistress 
was obliged to pause in her communication, and to 
go round the room dropping extinguishers of silk 
and muslin over the cages. **When the pie was 
opened the birds began to sing," thought I, the pie 
being Mrs. Hill's budget, and I had also time to 
consider that John must have sat up very late last 
night, or risen very early this morning, to have 
matters already so very happily matured. I 
wonder if Grace would mind travelling a day sooner 
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than she named,^ was the third thought that went 
whizzing through my head before Mrs. Hill could 
proceed any further with the news that she had in 
store for me. 

**YeSy" said Mrs. H U, ^4t is true that we are 
destined to lose her, and it is very kind and sym- 
pathizing of yoU) my dear, to look so miserable. 
You can readily imagine howl shall suffer — ^I, who 
have loved that girl far more than if I had been ten 
times over her mother.'' And the little lady wiped 
her eyes. *^I told jou, my dear, that the matter is 
a secret. Old Sir Arthur wants his son to marry 
another lady, and Arthur Noble cannot marry with- 
out his father's consent. But, in the meantime, the 
children are engaged, hoping for better days. 
And now there is a letter from the dear fellow say- 
ing he will be here this evening. Only I am not to 
tell Bachel, as he wants to surprise her. You will 
keep my counsel. Miss Dacret'* 

I murmured, ^' Oh, certainly ;" but the things in 
the room were swimming about strangely, and my 
wits were astray. 

^' And do you know, my dear (I feel I can trust 
you thoroughly), do you know I am exceedingly 
glad of this for many reasons. I have noticed poor 
yonngHollingfordI Bachel is an attractive crea- 
ture, and I fear a little inconsiderate. But the 
queen of beauty must be excused, my dear, and she 
is a queen, our Bachel. We cannot help the moths 
getting round the candle, can we ? 

After this I curtsied, and made my escape as 
quickly as possible. '^Poor young HoUingfordl 
Oh, John, John I why have you brought yourself so 
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low as thiflt" I cried across the wood to ihe fsnn 
chinmejs. 

Mj children, ihere is a rambling old jSTder t^ 
the back of the hall, a spot which the snn nerer 
leaves. Wild tangles of shadow fall now as then 
on the paths, from the gnarled branches of moss- 
eaten apple trees. In the season of frait, blushing 
peaches and plums, yellow and transparent as 
hoBey, hung from its ancient lichen-covered walls. 
Baspberry brambles, borne out of their ranks by 
the weight of their crimson berries, strayed across 
the path. There were bee-hives ranged against the 
fiery creeper on the far-end wall, and the booming 
of the bees made a drowsy atmosphere in the place. 
This, together with the odor of stocks and wiJl* 
flowers, was deliciously perceived as soon as your 
hand lifted the latch of the little green door, and 
regretfully missed when you closed it behind 
you. 

You know it, my children. I need not tell you 
that it is a homely reti eat compared with the other 
gardens near, costly, curious and prim, where the 
beds are like enormous bouquets dropped on the 
grass, and the complexion of every flower is suited 
with that of its neighbor. But this old garden 
was always a favorite for its unfailing sunshine, its 
murmurous repose and the refreshing fragrance of 
its old-fashioned odors. 

Well, my dears, all day long I stayed in my 
room, fighting a battle of sorrow and passion, and 
when evening came I stood at the window and saw 
the sun go down behind the trees of the cli. |ar- 
den. I bethought me of its soothing 8%u<s and 
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Bounds, and fled away to it, as to a sanctuary. 
There is an arbor under the wall, in the midst of a 
bed of lilies. I hid myself there, and looked out 
on the lily cups brimming with sunset light, on the 
diving up and down of the birds, on the little 
golden clouds transfixed in the glory of the 
heavens. Not a soul breathed within the four high 
walls but myself, till the latch of the little green 
door clicked, and who should come hieing along 
the path but Rachel, her white evening dress 
tucked to one side, and a watering pot in her hand. 
She had a favorite corner in this garden, which it 
was her pleasure to attend with her own hands. 
The sun was down, and the plants were thirsting. 
Rachel was kind to all — kind to the daisies and me, 
kind to John, kind to her betrothed, Arthur Noble 
(I had not failed to pick up the name), who was 
coming this evening to surprise her. When and 
in what corner would the kindness end and cruelty 
begin ? Watching through a rent screen of tan- 
gled flowers, the fair, shapely figure flitting and 
swaying in the after glory of the sunset, I won- 
dered about it all. How would she act when her 
other lover arrived ? Would she turn her fece, in 
which lived such pathetic truth, first on one and 
then on the other ? Would she for a time give a 
hand in the dark to each, lacking courage to fling 
love forever over her shoulder, and declare at once 
for the world ? Would she honestly dismiss John, 
confessing that she had chosen her path ? or would 
she bravely destroy that which was unholy, and 
give her hand to him before the world ? Contem- 
plating this possibility, I felt my heart swell with 
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something that was not selfishness, and I built a 
palace in the air for John. 

Having done so, I heard the garden door click 
again, and starting, looked, expecting to see John 
coming in to take possession of his palace on the 
instant. A man came in, but he was a stranger. 
He took first one path and then another, and 
glanced about him with eyes unused to the place. 
Here, then, was Arthur Noble arrived. He passed 
along the path below the lily-bed, and I saw him 
well. He was a fine looking fellow, sunburnt, like 
one who had seen foreign service, and handsome — 
physically handsomer than John, I could see, with 
more of the dash of gallantry and air of the grand 
gentleman, but with less of that something I have 
hinted at before, soul, spirituality — what shall I 
call it, my dears, to escape being smiled at? Ton 
have known John HoUingford, and you will recog- 
nize the charm that I mean, something that — sick 
or afilicted, or disfigured or aged — must always 
make him lovable and attract the pure of heart to 
his side. 

Well, Arthur Noble was of a different stamp. 
How he would have looked out of the sunshine of 
prosperity I do not know, but he seemed made to 
be gilt by it Arom head to foot. He had a pleasant 
fisice, sunny and frank, a high-bred, masterful air, 
and an amiable, courtly manner. Physically he 
had all the fine points of a Saxon hero, fair hair, 
blue eyes, powerful frame. Tet, gay and debon- 
nair and happy as he looked, I pitied him a little 
going past to find Rachel. A little, not a great 
deal| for I judged him (wrongly, as it afterwards 
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proved) to be one who would love lightly and be 
easily consoled by a world whose darling he must 
be. 

I saw their meeting, and John's aerial palace 
crumbled away into dust. There was no mistak- 
ing Rachel's face, the glow that transfigured it 
when she turned by chance and saw the figure ad- 
vancing towards her. She sprang to meet him 
with hands extended, gown tucked aside as it was, 
and visibly flying feet, and he, striding on, opened 
his arms to receive her, and folded them reverently 
about her, like a true knight embracing his bride. 

" And what about John f " I said, angrily, as I 
watched the two walking up and down between the 
roses, talking as eagerly and joyously as if they 
had just received a charter for perpetual happi- 
ness. 

That was a dull evening for some of us at the 
Hall. Rachel and her betrothed sat apart and 
talked. Grace played chess with Mr. Hill, and, to 
escape from Captain Tyrrell, I kept close to Mrs. 
HiU. 

'^ I am quite in a dilemma, my dear," she whis- 
pered to me. '' There is young HoUingford, who 
has been coming about the Hall so much, and will 
be coming about ; and then here is Arthur Noble ; 
and you know, my dear — or perhaps you do not 
know — that there has been a deadly feud between 
their fathers. They were once friends, but poor 
Mr. HoUingford — you know all about him, and Sir 
Arthur Noble was a heavy loser. Sir Arthur is 
very vindictive, I must say. I do not think his son 
it of the same temper, but it might be impleasant 



92 THE LATE MISS HOLLINQFORD. 

their meeting. Mr. Hill, who is quite bewitched 
about young Hollingford, will say : ' Pooh I pooh I 
let the lads meet and be friends,' but I am not at 
all so sure that there will not be an awkwardness. 
I declare I am quite at my wits' end." 

I professed myself unable to give advice on this 
subject, and, indeed, I felt that I ought now to re- 
gard myself as a dying person, who has no further 
concern with the interests and people around me. 
I saw a reason why John Hollingford and Mr. 
Noble were not likely to be friends, even if their 
fathers had been brothers. And the little lady's 
petty grievance worried me, and all things troubled 
me, for in three days I was to leave Hillsbro' for 
London with the Tyrrells. 



CHAPTER XII. 

The next morning I set off for a solitary walk 
to the farm. I was going to ask of Mrs. Holling- 
ford formal permission for my visit to London 
and to say good-bye to her and the girls. I cried 
sadly to myself walking over the happy moor and 
through the wood. I felt unutterably lonely and 
woebegone. I was going to part from my only 
friends, and the separation was at band. I knew 
that Mrs. Hollingford would blame me, and I felt 
it hardly worth my while to defend mj'self. I had 
quarreled with John, and broken our engagement. 
I was going to London with gayer friends. Every- 
thing was against me ; all the wrong seemed mine. 
I knew that the dear old lady would say little, 
only look sad and disappointed, thinking in her 
heart that things were turning out as she had 
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prophesied; "would give me full permission to go 
where I pleased and do what I pleased ; would kiss 
and bless me, and then I should have the wide 
world before me. 

It was a radiant May day. A saint has said that 
'' peace is the tranquillity of order/' and such a 
peace brooded over the happy farm as I crossed 
its sunny meadows, heard the bleating of its lambs, 
the lowing of its kine, met its laborers coming and 
going. An idler was piping somewhere in the 
fields, the rooks were cawing, the leaves on the 
bows just winked in the breeze, the Hall door lay 
open as usual. I did not see a soul about, and I 
walked in without summoning any one. I opened 
the parlor door; the place smelt of May and 
myrtle, and there were fresh roses in the jars, but 
there was no one there. No one in the kitchen, 
dairy, still room — the maids were abroad this glo- 
rious noon. I went upstairs, looking for a face in 
vain till I came to our school room. There was 
Jane alone, sitting at the table over some books, 
her head between her hands, her hair thrust back 
from her &ce, looking older and paler and thinner 
since I had seen her — a stern, sad-looking young 
student, with her back to the sun that burned 
upon the lattice. 

Her face turned scarlet when she saw me, and 
then became paler than before. She gave me her 
hand coldly, as if she would rather have held it by 
her side. Her mother was out, she said ; had gone 
to visit at a poor house where there was death and 
trouble, and would not be home till evening. 
Mopsie had taken the dogs for a ramble. Then 
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we both Bat down and were silent, and Jane's eyes 
wandered over everything in the room, but would 
not meet mine. 

'' I am going to London, Jane," I said, " and I 
came to bid j'ou good-bye." 

** I know," she said. '* John told me." And she 
blushed again fiercely. " I am very glad. I have 
thought for a long time that London was the place 
that would suit you best. I knew you would soon 
tire of the &rm." 

^' I have not tired of the fkrm," I said, '' but the 
&rm has tired of me." 

She glanced up amazed, then smiled bitterly, 
and turned aside her head without speaking, as if 
such utter nonsense could not be thought worthy 
of an answer. 

" However," I added, " I did not come here to 
talk about that " 

'' No," she interrupted, hastily, " it is not worth 
your while to make any pretence to us. We do 
not expect to have friends. We never thought of 
it till you came. In time we shall get used to the 
curse our father left upon us." 

'' Jane, Jane," I said angrily, '^ how can you be 
BO wicked 1 " 

'' How can I help being wicked f " she asked. '^ I 
heard that it was prophesied of us that we should 
all turn out badly, because ill conduct runs in the 
blood." 

'^ Tou do not deserve to have such a mother," I 
said. 

" Oh I my mother I " she said, in an altered tone. 
'^ But she has given all her sweetness to Mopsie, 
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and— >to John," she added, with an effort, a tear 
starting in her eye. ''But I am my ikther's 
daughter. She would cure me, too, if she knew of 
my badness; but she is a saint, and thinks no 
evil. I work hard at my books, and she calls me 
a good, industrious girl. I will never pour out my 
bitterness on her. But if my father were here I 
would let him know what he has done." 

The hopeless hardness of her young voice smote 
me with pain, but I could think of nothing to say 
to her. I felt that she thought I had been 
false to John,, and that her sympathy for him had 
stirred all the latent bitterness of her nature. 

'' And how is the young lady at the Hall 1 " she 
asked, suddenly. 

'' Do you mean Miss Leonard ? " I said. 

" Oh, yes — Miss Leonard," said Jane, dropping 
her eyes on the floor with a strange look. 

" Very well," I answered, thinking of the jubilee 
that was going on at the Hall. 

''There is more wickedness in the world than 
mine," said Jane, still frowning at the carpet. 
" She is false and you are false — every one is false. 
I know only of two grand souls in the world — my 
mother and John. But the wicked ones will pros- 
per, see if they don't — those who are gay and 
charming, at least. Bad ones like me go down 
like a stone and lie at the bottom." 

At this moment an eager treble voice was heard 
on the stairs, and the next Mopsie and I were cry- 
ing, with our heads together, on the lobby. 

" Oh, Margery, Margery I " sobbed the little one 
—"dear, darling, sweet Margery I why are you 
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going ftwayt You promised you would always 
stay. Oh, oh, Margery 1" 

An hour passed before I oould tear myself away 
from the child. Jane prepared lunoheouy which 
was not eaten ; but she did nob attempt to share 
in our sorrow and caresses. When I turned from 
the door Mopsie was prostrate, weeping on the 
mat, and Jane was standing upright in the door- 
way, straight, stem and pale. So I went sorrow- 
ing back to the HalL And I had not seen Mrs. 
Hollingford. 

Had I seen her that day — ^had her errand of 
mercy not taken her away from her home and kept 
her away while I stayed — the whole current of my 
life and of the lives of others might have been 
changed. She would then have had no reason to 
come and visit me the next morning at the Hall, 
as she did. 

I was busy packing in my own room, enlivening 
my work by humming gay airs, just to make 
believe to myself that I was very merry at the 
prospect of my visit to London. The door opened 
quickly and Bacbel came in, walking on tiptoe, 
with her hand to her lips in trepidation. Her face 
was as pale as snow and large tears stood in her 
eyes. 

*<My mother, my mother 1" she said, like one 
talking in her sleep. ^^ I have seen my mother.'' 

*^ What do you mean, Bachel V^ I cried, quite 
panic-stricken ; for I thought that her mother was 
dead, and she must have seen a ghost. 

^My mother — ^Mrs. Hollingford; you know her; 
you are her daughter; I am nobody — a liar^an 
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outcast. Oh, Margery! she did not know me. 
Am I changed 1 1 was a child then. And she I — 
how sunken her eyes are, and dim I — she did not 
know me. ^ And this is Miss Leonard I' she said, 
and I hung my false face and curtsied from the 
distance, and ran away. Oh, my mother I Margery, 
Margery I" 

The strange, confused words passed like light 
into my brain. First the room grew dark, and 
then so bewilderingly bright, that I could see 
nothing. But presently BachePs white face, with 
its piteous look came glimmering towards me. I 
stretched out both my hands to her, but she 
melted from my touch ; what color of life remained 
in her face faded away from it, and she fell in a 
swoon at my feet. 

CHAPTEB Xin. 

A messenger came to my door to tell me that 
Mrs. Hollingford was waiting to see me. Baohel, 
restored to her senses, was lying upon my bed with 
her face hidden in her hands. 

^^Bache],'' I said, ^< I must go to her; but before 
I go tell me, assure me, that what you have said is 
true, that you are truly the daughter of Mrs. 
Hollingford.'' 

^^I am truly her daughter, Mary Hollingford," 
said Bachel (for I cannot but still call her Bachel) ; 
^ I am John's sister. That is the secret I wanted 
to tell you one night when you were jealous. But 
you would not listen. I have more, much more, to 
tell you ; but go now. One thing I beg you to 
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promise me — ^tbat you will tell her you have 
dumged your mind about going to London. Let 
the Tyrrells go, and stay you with me — oh, stay 
with me I I want you so badly ; and, now that I 
have onoe spoken, I will trust you with everythiog 
^-4dl my wickedness and weakness, all my troubles 
and difficulties.'' 

She spoke entreatingly, and her tears fell over 
my hands as she kissed them. 

^^ I will stay,^' I said, and the sun began to dance 
on the walls, it seemed. '^ I will help you all I 
can, and, oh, how glad I shall be to let the Tyrrells 
go without me." 

And then I went downstairs. 

I found my dear old lady looking very sad and 
worn and anxious. I threw myself into her arms 
and sobbed on her neck. 

^^ What is this, my love V^ she said. ^^ Is it a mis- 
take after allt And whose is the fault? Is it 
yours or is it John's t" 

^^Mine, mine," I cried. ^ And I am not going to 
London. But you must not tell John this, because 
he might think " 

^^ Think what ?" she said, smiling. 

^' Oh, I don't know ; but you must only tell him 
that I have deferred my visit because Miss Leon- 
ard," I choked a little over the word, '^ has pressed 
me to remain here longer." 

She went away smiling and satisfied, and I went 
wondering back to my room to hear Bachel's 
story. 

I found her standing, as pale as a ghost, at my 
window, which commanded a view of the approach 
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to the house. Looking over her shoulder, I saw 
Mrs. HoUingford's black robe disappearing among 
the trees. 

" Now, Bachel," I said — " now for your story* 
I have done what you bid me. I am going to stay 
with you. Trust me with everything ; I am full of 
anx'ety and wonder." 

But at that moment a messenger oame to the 
door seeking Miss Leonard. Mr. Noble was wait- 
ing for her to walk with him. 

Bachel flushed at the summons. 

*« Do not go ; send him word that you are en- 
gaged — what can it matter f I said, eagerly. 

^^ No, no," said Bachel, confusedly. '^ You must 
excuse me now, Margery. I must go. Haye 
patience with me, dear," she added, wistfully. ^I 
will come to your room to-night." 

And she went away sadly. 

She came to me that night surely. She asked 
me to put out the lights, and crouching on a low 
seat by the Are, she tcld me her story. 

^^Do not ask me to look in your face till I have 
done," she said, *' but let me hold your hand, and 
whenever you are too much disgusted and sickened 
with me to hear ms any longer draw away your 
hand, that I may know." 

Poor Bachel I that was what she said in begin- 
ning. I will tell you her history as nearly as pos- 
sible in tbe way that she related it, but I cannot 
now recollect, and it were useless to repeat, one* 
half the bitter words of self-condemnation which 
she used. 

When ^uite a little ^1 (she said) I was sent tg 
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a school in Paris; Ob, why did mj mother seud 
me so earij from her side? It was a worldlv 
school — worldly to the last degree. I leaned 
chiefly to think that, in proportion as my father 
was honored and wealthy, my friends gay and ex- 
travagant, just so were my chances of happiness 
in life. I had handsome clothes and rich presents, 
and I was a great favorite. 

There was a lady, a friend of my father's, who 
lived in Paris, and who had liberty to take me for 
holidays to her house as often as she pleased. She 
made a pet of me, and I spent at least half my time 
in her carriage or salon. She had charming toi- 
lettes prepared for me, which I was enchanted to 
wear. Thus I was early introduced to the gay 
world of Paris, and I learned its lessons of folly 
and vanity by heart. I can remember myself 
dressed like a fantastic doll, flitting from one room 
to another, listening to the conversation of the 
ladies and admiring their costumes. Every sum- 
mer I came home for a time, but I found home 
dull after Paris, and I was rather in awe of my 
mother^B grave face and quiet ways. She always 
parted with me against her will — I knew that — but 
it was my father's wish that I should have a Paris- 
inn education. 

I was just seventeen, on the point of leaving 
school, bewitched by vanity and arrogance and the 
delights of the world, when the dreadful news 
came— you know — about my father, his ruin and 
disgrace. The effect on me was like nothing you 
could enter into or conceive. I think it deprived 
xae even of reuse n, such reason as I had. I had 
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Botbing in me — nothing bad ever been pufc in 
me — to enable me to endure such a horrible 
reverse. 

My mother had written to that friend, the lady I 
have mentioned, begging her to break the news to 
me. She, however, was on the point of leaving 
Paris for her country chateau, and simply wrote to 
madame, the mistress of my school, transferring 
the unpleasant task to her. She sent her love to 
me, and assured me she was very sorry (desolee) 
that she could not delay to pay me a visit. I have 
never seen her since. 

And so the whole school knew of my fall aod 
disgrace as soon as I learned it myself. The first 
thing I did when I understood the full extent of 
my humiliation was to seize my hat and cloak and 
rush out of the house, with the intention of never 
coming back, never being seen again by any one 
who had known me. Bat after walking Paris for 
several hours, and getting two or three rough 
frights tiirough being alone and unprotected, I was 
overcome with fear andfaligue, and was obliged to 
return by evening, hungry, weary and sullen, to 
the school. 

I took it for granted that all the world would 
now be my enemy, and, determined not to wait to 
be shuffled off by my friends, I assumed at once 
an air of hauteur and defiance which estranged 
me from every one. My mother, my poor mother, 
wrote to me, begging me to be patient uutil she 
should find it conveuitnt to bring me home. 
Patient I Oh, dear! I did not know the meaning 
of the word. No, I would not go home. I would 
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change my name and never willingly see again the 
face of one who knew me. 

Every day I searched the papers, and soon saw 
an advertisement which 1 thoaghfc might suit me. 
An English lady in Paris required an English com- 
panion, ^^ young, cheerful and well-educated.'* 
Without losing a moment I went straight to the 
hotel where the lady lived, saw her, pleased her ; 
she was good, kind Mrs. Hill. 

I gave her an assumed name, the first that en- 
tered my head, and referred her to madame, at my 
pension. When I returned home I said : 

*^ Madame, I have two hundred francs here in my 
desk ; they shall be yours if you do not undeceive 
a lady who is coming here to assure herself that 
I am respectable and well-educated, and that I am 
Miss Leonard, an orphan, and of an honorable 
family." 

Madame colored and hesitated. She was sur- 
prised at my audacity ; but I knew that she had 
bills coming due just then, and that she was ex- 
travagant. We, her pupils, had talked over these 
things. She hesitated, but in the end agreed to 
oblige her dear child, who had been to her so good 
and so profitable a pupil. Perhaps she thought I 
acted with the consent of my mother, that it was 
not her affair, and that Providence had sent her 
my little offering to help her to pay her just 
debts. 

Mrs. Hill came the next day. A word satisfied 
her, and she only stayed about three minutes. 
She was preparing to leave Paris for Bome, and 
had many rffairs to attend to in the meantime. 
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She urged me to come to her without delay, and in 
a few hours I was established under her roof. 

I was then quite unaware that I had omitted to 
mention Mrs. Hill's name or address to madame, 
and that madame had forgotten, or had not been 
sufficiently interested in the matter to ask it. As 
I said before, I think it is likely that madame be- 
lieved I acted with the consent of my friends, 
and that she had no further concern in the 
matter. Indeed, I had then no idea of deserting 
my mother altogether. I was hurried along by 
impulse, and I intended, when the hurry of action 
should be oyer, to write and tell her of all I had 
done. I little thought that when I quitted my 
school that day, without leaving behind me the 
name and address of my new protector, I cut away 
the only clue by which it might be possible my 
mother should find me in the future. I did not 
know that I should afterwards deliberately turn 
my back upon her and hide myself from her. 

Arihur Noble dined with us on that very first 
evening of my acquaintance with the Hills. You 
know that I have been long engaged to Arthur, 
and I will &peak to you freely about him. He has 
often told me sicce that be liked me from the first 
moment he saw me. I felt it even that evening, 
though I could not believe in it. But the possi- 
bility of it dazzled and bewildered me, so powerful 
was the fascination ho possessed for me. 

When I ^ent to bed that night I felt my heart 
strangely softened and opened. I thought a great 
deal ab)ut my mother and my home, of which I 
knew so little, and for the first time feared that X 
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had done Tory wrong, and resolved to write to my 
mother surely on the morrow. I felt myself to be 
an impostor and a liar, and I trembled, thinking of 
her just anger at my falsehood and cowardice. I 
felt that when writing to her I must make up my 
mind to confess to Mrs. Hill that I had deceiyed 
her respecting my name and condition, and bribed 
my schoolmistress to deceive her also. I knew 
that my mother would not tolerate the deceit, but 
the thought of the confession was insufferable to 
me. 

The next day, while we sat together, Mrs. Hill 
talked to me about Artliur Noble. He was a great 
pet of hers, and at present she was particularly in- 
terested in his circumstances. He had a cousin 
in England who was a great heiress, and whom his 
father wanted him to marry. Arthur disliked the 
idea extremely, and as the lady was supposed to 
be very well inclined towards him, he was anxious 
to avoid danger by prolonging his tour abroad. 
He had arranged to go on to Borne with them, the 
Hills; but only yesterday his father, Sir Arthur 
Noble, had met him in Paris, urging him to give 
up the project and return at once to England. 
He, Sir Arthur, had lost heavily by the failure and 
bad conduct of a London banker — a gentleman 
who had been his personal friend. My heart beat 
thickly as I heard her say this, but I did not dare 
to ask the name of that banker. In the midst of 
my dismay Arthur Noble came in to assure Mrs. 
Hill that he still intended to be of the party to 
Bome. His father's ill humor would subside by 
and by. He was only a little upset by the shock 
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ing conduct of bis friend Mr. Hollingford. Then 
Mrs. Hill asked questions on the subject, and I sat 
by stitching at my embroidery while Arthur de- 
scribed my father's disgrace. 

My letter to my mother was not written that 
day. In the afternoon we went out, and in the 
excitement of shopping I tried to forget every- 
thing — who I was, what I was, what I had done, 
and what I ought to do. In the* evening Arthur 
Noble appeared again, and with him came his 
father. Sir Arthur and Mr. Hill conversed apart^ 
but I could hear the fiery old baronet giving vent 
to his anger against my father. Arthur devoted 
himself to Mrs. Hill and me. I was bewildered 
and distracted at the position in which my rash 
conduct had placed me, and I was very silent. 
Arthur exerted himself to amuse me, and under 
the spell of his attractions my remorse was smoth- 
ered. 

I have not spoken to you yet of the wonderful 
affection which Mrs. Hill lavished on me. lou 
have seen it lately, but it was the same from the 
first. She made me her daughter at once, as far as 
her conduct to me could do so, though I had been 
some months her companion before she declared 
her intention of formally adopting me. 

Day followed day, and Arthur was always by my 
side. A new and feverish dream of happiness en- 
compassed me, and it was only in the quiet of 
wakeful nights that I thought of my mother and 
sisters and brother, and longed to hear some news 
of my sorrowful home. Every night my wrest- 
lings with my selfish nature grew weaker and 



106 THX LATE MISS BOLLINaFOBD. 

weaker. I could not risk exposure and banish- 
ment from Arthur's presence. I left Paris for 
Borne without writing to my mother. 

Tou will hate me, Margery. I hate myself. I 
gave myself up to the delight of the hour, and in 
selfi'^h happiness drowned the reproaches of my 
conscience, till I told myself at last that it was 
too late to undo what I Lad done. Time flew, and 
I became engaged to Arthur, secretly at first, for 
he dreaded his father's displeasure. We went 
from place to place, staying a few months here and 
a few months there. We spent a year at Bome, 
and Arthur was with us nearly all the time. When 
we had been some time engaged, Arthur confided 
in his father, and asked his consent to our mar- 
riage. Sir Arthur was hopelessly enraged at the 
idea, and, as we could not msrry without his con- 
sent, we have been obliged to be patient eyer since. 
Arthur has always kept telling me that he knew 
his father would relent in time. And he was right. 
The time has come. Sir Arthur has at last reluct- 
antly withdrawn his opposition, and we may be 
married on any day in the future which I may 
choose to name. 

Stay, stay I do not ask me any questions, or I 
shall not be able to go on. Let me tell you eyery- 
thing before I stop. I used to dream that when I 
was married to Arthur — when no power on earth 
could separate us — I would confess who I was, 
seek out my mother and ask her forgiveness. Be- 
morfie never left me, ard I had bitterness in the 
miilst of my happiness. Arthur suspected that I 
bad trouble which I would not share with him, yet 
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I could not bring myself to confess, so great \vas 
my fear of beiog parted from him. 

Some time before that evening when I first met 
you in London I went to see some friends of Ar- 
thur's. During that time, for several months, I 
I had not seen Mr. or Mrs. Hill ; but in the mean- 
while Mrs. Hill had written to me of their inten- 
tion of coming here to Hillsbro', saying that Mr. 
Hill's new agent had written such cheerful ac- 
counts of the estate that he felt a longing to be 
on the spot, giving encouragement to the improve- 
ments which were going forward. She did not 
mention the name of the new agent, and it was 
only on that evening when I first met you, when 
with shame and bitter self-reproach I heard you 
defend my poor mother so valiantly, it was only 
then I knew that the agent was my brother, and 
that I was actually coming to live within a few 
miles of my deserted home. 

My first thought was that now, indeed, the time 
for making all the crooked things straight had 
come ; but, oh^ Margery, you cannot imagine — one 
like you never could imagine — anything so wick- 
edly weak as I am. The old bugbear of our family 
disgrace, the old terror of Arthur's throwing me 
off in disgust, rose up again with all their former 
strength, and I came here torn by conflicting feel- 
ings. Tou saw my meetirg with John. The next 
day, when he came here to dine, I found an oppor- 
tunity of telling him my story. He was very 
severe with me at first, though not so much so as 
I deserved, but he forgave me at last, on condition 
that I would make up my mind to be honest with 
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every one, let the consequencei be what they 
might. I promised this, but again and again ay 
courage has failed. He has been so good, so kind, 
so patient with me. He told me of my mother, of 
the children, of you, and, oh, how he chafed at the 
^hoight of what you would feel about tbe affair. 
E«ery time we met he reproached me with my 
cowardice and delay, and I made fresh promises; 
but Arthur^s letters inyariably broke down my 
courage and destroyed my resolutions. Again and 
again John has asked me to allow him to tell you 
who I was, but I would not suffer it. I could see 
no reason for humbling myself sooner to you than 
to any ooe else, until one day it flashed on me that 
you were jealous of me. Then, after a hard strug- 
gle, I came to you to tell my story. Tou repulsed 
me — you even assured me that the Tyrrells were 
your best friends. I was giad of the excuse to 
spare myself and my secret. And so it has gone 
on. Latterly John has scarcely spoken to, hardly 
looked at me. I think he has giyen me up. I 
know not what he means to do, but I think he 
means to let me have my own way: I think I 
should have been silent to the last, but that I saw 
my mother today. I saw her ! I saw her I 

" A.nd now you will tell her all — everything," I 
^aid. squeezing her bands, while the tears were 
rainiv g d wn my face. 

*' Margery, Margery I** cried Bachel, "how can I 
give up Art urt H^^e he has cooae to mo after 
these jc' rs of waiting and presses me to name a 
da J for our marriage, and I am to meet him with 
a story like this! He would despise me.*' 
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<«I think/' said I, '^ that if he be a generous man 
he will forgive you. After loving you so long, he 
will not give you up so easily. And your mother/' 
I added. ^* Think of all she has suffered. Is she 
worth no sacrifice?" 

^She never knew me," said Bachel gloomily, 
** and she will be happier never to know me. She 
could not have smiled as she did today if Bhe had 
not forgotton that I ever existed." 

^ That is a selfish delusion," I said. ** U your 
mofcher never knew you, it is plain, at least, that 
you never knew her. Such a womstn could not for- 
get her child. Tou cannot think that she has not 
sought for you and mourned for you all these 
years?" 

^ Oh, no," said Bachel with another burst of 
sorrow, *^ John has told me. They searched, they 
advertised, they suffered agony, and feared every 
terrible thing, till at last they were obliged to 
soothe one another by tiying to think me, by 
speaking of me, as dead. Little Mopsie thinks I 
am dead. So it has been, and so it must be." 

^ So it must not be," I persisted, and I fought 
with her all night. The dawn was in the room 
before she got up to leave me, pale, and worn, and 
weary, but promising that she would make yet one 
more great struggle with herself to break the chain 
of deceit with which one rash falsehood had so 
stroDgly bound her. 

I had the happiness of seeing my friends, the 
Tyrrells, depart for London without me. I think 
they were both, brother and sister, somewhat tired 
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of my inconsiBteDcies ar 1 vagaries, and I daresay 
they felt as little sorrow at parting as I did. 

The long hot days of summer followed one an- 
other in a slow, wandering fashion. No news 
reached us from the farm. I had vaguely hoped 
that John would come and speak to me again, but 
we neither saw him nor heard from him. Mr. Hill 
was from home during these days, and there was 
no necessity for John to present h.mself amongst 
us, though there might have been many an oppor- 
tunity if he had cared to seek one. All the lights 
short nights I lay awake, wondering what was 
going to become of my life. 

And Bachel ? Was she mindful of the promise 
she had given me on that night ? Alas I no^ my 
dears. She was absorbed in her Aiihur. They 
went here and there together ; they were ever side 
by side, dreaming away the time, seeming lost to 
every one else in their happiness. I should have 
thought that Bachel had forgotten all her confes- 
sion to me — all that passed between us on the sub- 
ject — ^but for a piteous look which she gave me 
now and again when no one was by. 

At last an early day was fixed for the marriage, 
and a wonderful trousseau came down from Lon- 
don for Bachel. The pretty things were hardly 
looked at by her, and packed away out of sight. 
Then I saw that two warring spirits were striving 
within Baehel. The color left her face ; she grew 
thin ; she started and trembled at a sudden word 
or noise. Sometimes in the middle of the summer 
nights, just as the earliest birds were beginning to 
stir, she would come into my room and throw her- 



THE LATE MISS HOLLINaFOBD. Ill 

self weeping across my bed. Bat I dared nofc 
speak to her then. She would not tolerate a word. 
And 80 she took her way. 

One morning Axfchur went off to explore some 
place alone — a most unusual event. I was in my 
own room when Rachel came in to me, suddenly 
and quickly, and very pale. 

*<Come," she said, *^come now, I have got 
courage to go this moment, but I must not delay. 
Oome, come V^ 

" Where are you going t" I asked. 

« Tou know well,^' she said impatiently ; " to my 
mother. ^^ See, I am taking nothing valuable with 
me." 

She had on a calico morning dress, and plain 
straw hat. She had taken the ear-rings out of her 
ears, the rings off her fingers. 

I was ready in an instant, and we went off 
through the wood together. I did not attempt to 
ask her what she meant to do ; she was not in a 
mood for answering questions. She took my hand 
as we walked, and held it tightly, and we went 
along as children do when they are going through 
the green wood in quest of May flowers, only our 
steps were more fearful, and our faces paler than 
children's are wont to be. We went on very 
silently and bravely, till we were about half-way, 
deep in the woo<^ when a cheerful shout came 
across our ears, and there was a swaying and 
cracking of bushes; and Arthur Noble's handsome, 
genial face and stalwart figure confronted us on 
the path. 

^ Maids ^-Maying T' he said. <^ A pretty picture, 
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on my word. Whether be you bound, fair ladies^ 
and will you accept the Berrices of a true knight- 
errant?'' 

Rachel's hand had turned cold in mine. ^^ We are 
going to the farm to yisit Mrs. Hollingf ord/' I said 
stoutly, ^^ and as you are not acquainted with the 
lady you had better go home alone, and amuse Mrs. 
Hill till we come back.** 

'^ Ah I but I do not like that arrangement at all," 
said Arthur. ^^ Why should the lady at the farm 
not receive me? Has any one been giving me a bad 
character ? Speak, Bachel, may I not go with you ?" 

*^I cannot go any further," said Bachel ; ^^t am 
not well." And indeed she looked ilL 

^ Best a little," I said pitilessly, ^< and by and by 
you will be able to go on J** 

But Arthur, all alarmed, looked at me with sur- 
prise and reproach, drew Bachel's hand within his 
own, and began walking slowly towards the HalL 
I followed, with no company but my own reflec- 
tions, which were odd enough, and so ended this 
adventure. 

And now what I think the most startling occur- 
rence of my story has got to be related, and, when 
it is told, all will be pretty nearly finished. 

It was arranged that the wedding should be very 
private. Sir Arthur, although he had reluctantly 
withdrawn his opposition, had refused to be 
present at the marriage ; therefore, no other guests 
were invited. The eve of the day arrived, and I 
had spent the forenoon in decorating the little 
church with white flowers. Early in the morning 
Bachel and Arthur, with Mr. and Mrs. Hill and my- 
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self, were to proceed thither, and an hour later the 
husband and wife were to depart on their life's 
advent ore together. 

I remember the kind of evening it v^as. There 
was a great flush in the sky^ and a great glow on 
the earth, that made the garden paths hot to the 
tread, and crisped up the leaves of the full-blown 
roses. There was a rare blending of heaven and 
earth in lovely alluring distances, and a luscious 
odor of sweet ripe things athirst for rain. The 
drawing-room windows were thrown up as high as 
they would go, and it was cooler within than with- 
out. Upstairs the bride's ti unks were packed, and 
the white robe was spread out in state, wa'ting its 
moment. We were all in the drawing room, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hill variously unoccupied, Bachel and 
Arthur sitting together before a window. In an- 
other window I was down on my knees lean'ng my 
elbows on the open sash, and gaz'ng out on the 
idealized world of the hour in a kind of restful 
reverie, which held the fears and pains and un- 
satisfied hopes of my heart in a sweet thrall, even 
as the deep-colored glory that was abroad fused 
into common beauty all the rough seams and 
barren places of the unequal land. Suddenly out 
of the drowsy luxury of stillness there came a 
quick crushing sound, flying feet on the gravel, 
and a dark slim figure dashed through the light. 
Whose was the figure? I could not be sure till I 
sprang with a shock to my feet, and went to the 
window where Bachel and Arthur were sitting. 
Then there was no mistake about it. Here was 
Jane Hollingford, suddenly arrived. 
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She stood strangely at the window, witV ^^ne 
foot on the low sash, so that she could look soiirch- 
ingly into the room. She had on no bonnet or 
hat, and the dast of the road was on her hair; 
it was also white, up to the knees, on her blaok 
dress. She was quite breathless, and looked sick 
and faint with over-running. But there was Jane's 
wild spirit shining as strong as ever out of her 
black eyes. Sue drew breath a moment and looked 
eagerly into the room with alialf-blinded searching 
look out of the dazzling light into the shade. Then 
her eyes fell on Bachel, and she spoke, and said a 
few words which electrified us all. 

^'Mary HoUingford,'' she said^ ^'come home. 
Your father is dying, and he wants to see you." 

Mr. and Mrs. Hill came to the window to see 
what it was. We were all silent from surprise for 
about a minute. Then Bachel rose trembling. 

^'Sit still, my love,'' said Arthur; ^4t is only a 
mad gypsy girl." And Jane was not unlike a gypsy. 

''Come, come!" cried Jane, stamping her foot 
with impatience, not vouchsafing even a look at 
Arthur. '^ Come, or you will be too late ; there is 
not a moment to loose." 

I think Mrs. HilFs voice piped shrill exclamations 
at my ear^ but I remember nothing that she said. 
Mr. Hill, who knew Jane by appearance, was 
speechless. Arthur had risen, and stood by Bachel, 
looking amazedly from her to Jane, and from Jane 
to her. Bachel turned on him a grievous look 
which I have never forgotten, and pushed him from 
her with both her hands back into the room. Then 
she glanced at me with a mute entreaty, and I 
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stepped with her out of the window, and we went 
across the lawn and through the treeSi and away 
along all the old tracks to the farm, following Jane, 
who, knowing we were behind her, flew like the 
windy without once looking back. We soon lost 
her, for we often paused to pant and lean against 
one another for a moment^s respite in this strange 
memorable race. We did not speak, but I looked 
at Bachel, and she was like a poor lily soiled and 
crushed by the siorm, and her white dress trailing 
through the dust, and her satin shoes torn on her 
feet. But that was nothing. We reached the 
farmhouse. There was some one moving to meet 
white dishevelled, quivering Bachel. There was a 
cry, smothered at once in tbe awful hush of the 
place, and Bacbel fell, clasping her mother's knees. 
I left them alone. What sobbings and whisperings, 
what confusion and forgiveness followed, God and 
his angels heard. 

I went blindly into the hall, knowing nothing of 
what I did. I met John coming to me. I had no 
words. I stretched out my hands to him. He 
took them, took me in his arms, and that was our 
reconciliation » 

That night we were all present at a death-bed. 
It was only bili by bit that I learned the story of 
how the dying man came to be there. The poor 
erring father, reduced to want, and smitten by dis- 
ease, had crept back in the disguise of a beggar to 
ask the charity of his deserted wife and children, 
and to breathe his last sigh among loving, forgiv- 
ing hearts. It was Jane, stem Jane, who had de- 
nounced him so cruelly, cherished such bitter 
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resentment against him ; it was Jane, who had 
happened, of a summer evening in her mother's 
absence, to open the door to his knock, had taken 
him into her arms and into her heart, had nursed 
him, caressed him, watched and prayed with him. 
So that was the end of poor Jane's hardness of 
heart. It was all washed away in tears at her 
father's death-bed. The last trace of it vanished 
at sight of Bachel's remorse 

My dear Mrs. Hollingf ord, my sweet old mother I 
These two shocks well-nigh caused her death ; but 
when she had nobly weathered the storm she found 
a daughter whom she had mourned as lost, living 
and breathing and loving in her arms, and her 
brave heart accepted much comfort. 

And what about these three kind souls whom we 
left in such sudden coDstemation by the open win- 
dow in the drawing-room at the Hallt Why, of 
course, they came to inquire into the mystery. I 
was the one who had to tell them Bachers story, as 
kind y and delicately as I might. You will be glad, 
my children, to know that they made very little of 
their darling's fault. Mr. Hidl was somewhat grave 
over the matter, but Mrs. Hill would not allow a 
word of blame to be uttered against her pefc. She 
urged, she invented a hundred excuses; good, kind 
souL As for Arthur Noble, he readily discerned 
love for himself as the cause of her unwilling de- 
sertion of other& His nature was large enough to 
appreciate the worth of my John and his mother. 
As he had been willing, he said, to wed Bachel 
friendless, so was he now more willing to wed 
Baobel with friends whom he oould love. So the 
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beloved culprit was tried and acquitted, and after 
many days bad passed, and the poor father had 
been laid in the earth, a chastened Bachel was 
coaxed back to her lover^s side, and, I have no 
doubt, told him her own story in her own way. 

But old Mr. Hill was, to my mind, the most sen- 
sible of tbem all, who said to his wife : "They may 
say what they please, sweetheart, but, to my think- 
ing, the lad, John, is by far the flower of the 
Hollingford flock P' And the fine old gentleman 
proved his good-will after years had passed that 
were then to come. When called upon to follow 
his wife, who died before him, he bequeathed the 
H llsbro' estate to my husband. 

Bacbel (he always called her Bachel) and Arthur 
went to live in Paris. Jane married a great doctor 
of learning, and found her home in London; and 
Mopsie made a sweet little wife for a country 
squire, and stayed among the roees and milk-pans. 

For John and me, our home was the farm, till 
fortune promoted us to the Hall. Thither the dear 
mother accompanied us, and there she died in my 
arms. There, also, at last, my husband. And now, 
my darlings, your father, my son, is the owner of 
Hillsbro' and the Hall is your own happy home. 

And the old woman has returned to the farm. 

[the um.] 
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Catholic Home Library, 8 vols, per set 4.00 

Catholic Juvenile library, 6 vols, per set ,. . . . 2.48 

Catholic Keepsake library, 6 vols, per set iJSO 

Catholic Missions and Missionaries. By Shea 2.60 

Catholic Offering or Gift Book. By Abp. Walsh "* jOO 

Catholic Piety, (Prayer Book). Prices range upwards 

from .60 

Catholic SdK)ol Book JS 

Chambers^ English literature, 2 vols. Octavo 6^ 

CcUholic Prayer-Booka, 26c., 60c., up to It 00 

^7* Any of above books sent free by mail on receipt of 
price. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above books, to 
wlu>m liberal terms will be given. Address 
Wk . 9. KBNBDT, Excelsior Catholic "^lUllliM 
Boom. ^ ABMioir Araat» JTiip Tm^ 



^ttW^o ationB of P, T, genedy, 6 Barclay 8t, ft T, 

OhanoeHor and his Daughter. Sir Thos. Mora. ... IJS 

Ghrlt^tian Etiquette. For Ladies and Gentlemen tJ6 

Ohristlan Mafden^s Love. By Louis Yeuillot. ....«•• .76 

Christian's RUe of Life. BySt. Liguori ^ JSO 

Christian Virtues. By St. Liguori 1.00 

Christopher Columbus. Illustrated, 4to gilt. 8.00 

Chivalrous Deed. By Christine Faher UK 

Clifton Tracts* "Ibrary of Controverey. 4 vols 8.00 

Collins' PoenA led line, gUt edge IJBS 

Converted Jew i. A. Batisbonne. JSO 

Countess of Glosswood 15 

Crown of Jesus (Prayer Book). Prices range upward! 

from UOO 

Daily Companion (Prayer Book). Prices upwards fmn JV 

Daily Piety, (Prayer Book). Prices upwards from .... JBO 

Dalaradia. By William Collins .7S 

Davis' Poems and Essays, complete XJjO 

Devout Manual, 18mo, (Prayer Book). Prices upwaidf 

from Jf5 

Devout Manual, 83mo, (Prayer Book). Prices iqi^ranL 

from J8 

DickMassey, a Story of Irish Evictions LOO 

Diploma of Children of Mary Society, per 100 net. . . •• 3jOO 

Doctrinal Catechism. By Rev. Stephen Keenan Jn 

Dove of the Tabernacle. By Rev. T. H. Kinane .78 

Drops of Honey. By Father Zelus Anlmarum .78 

Drops of Honey Library— 9 volumes, per set 8.78 

Elevation of the so«' ^Qod Jt$ 

Empire and Papac, The Money God L2B 

Epistles and GrOBpeV >4mo. Good Type JU 

Erin go Bragh, Songster. Paper cover JB8 

Evenings at School. New edition Net Ijn 

Xlzercises of the Way of the Cross, papw cover M 

Faber's (Christine) Works, 4 vols, laige, 12ma per set . 8.00 

Fair France during the Second Empire 1.00 

Fair Maid of Connaught. By Mrs. Hughes. .75 

^viaugh a Ballagh Songster. Papercover. JB 

<^easts and Fasts. By Rev. Alban Butler. IM 

CathoUe Prayer-Books^ 25o., 60c, up to 12 00 * '^ 
^^ Any of above books sent free by mall on receipt of 
imoe. Agents wanted everywhere to sell aboro tNy**^ t8 
l^liom liberal terms will be given. Address 
^- J. KBNKDY) Excelsior CatboUo /tikAaiUM 

House. Jitaroiair^UrMiiJrisir fMb ^ 



ftbMoatioBi of P. 7. Zeni&y, B BafolayBiW.T. 

Veast of Flowera and The Stonelelgbs. .7S 

Fifty Beasons why the R. G. BeUfion, etc •- A 

Flowen of Piety (Fn^er Book). Prices upwards fr&C» «8S 

Vollowlngof "^tlst. A Kempls, 1.25, 1.00 and. .....•• AA 

Fo6ter8ii^»u. ^f Agnes M. Stewart. IJBS 

From Error tc /afb, or the Deaoon^s Daughters .TS 

Fomlss* Tracts for Spiritual Beading 1.00 

Gems of Prayer, (Prayer Book). Prioes upwards from. J85 

Glimpse of Glory and other Poems. E. G. Kane JSO 

Glories of Mary. ByStLlguorL Large, 12mo 1.25 

GoldenBookof the Gonfratemities. JSO 

Golden Hour Library, 6 Tols, red edges, per set. 8.00 

Good Beading For Young Girls 75 

Gordon Lodge, or Betribution 1.26 

Grace 0*HaUoran. By Agnes M. Stewart J75 

Green Shores of Erin. Dnima,net .16 

Grounds of theGatholic Doctrine .26 

Guardlan*s y itery. By Ghrlstine Faber 1J96 

HandyAndi dy Lover. Large edition L26 

Hay on MiraCftdB. Explanation, ^c 1.00 

History of the GatholioGhurch in the U.S. J. G. Shea. 2.00 

History of Ireland. By Moore, 2 volumes. * S.0O 

History of Modem Europe. By J. G. Shea .. i.26 

History of the United States. By Frost IJK 

HouTBWlth the Sacred Heart 60 

Irish Fireside Library, 6 vols, 16mo 6.00 

Irish Fireside Stories, Tales and Legends 1.26 

Irish National Songster. Gomlc and Sentimental 1.00 

Irish Patriots Library, 6 vols, 12mo 7.50 

Irish Bace in the Past and Present 8.50 

Irish Bebels in English Prisons 1.50 

Irish Scholars of the Penal Days 1.00 

Jesus in the Tabernacle. New Meditations JSO 

Keenan*s Doctrinal Gatechism .50 

Keeper of the Lazaretto. BySouvestre 10 

Key of Heaven, 18mo, (Prayer Book). Large. Prices up 

from .76 

Ctot hoMe Prayer-Book»^ 25c„ 60c., up to It OO 

^^ Any of abovelxioks sent free by mail on receipt of 
price. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above books- to 
whom liberal terms will be given. Address 

It J. KBNBDT, Excelsior Gatholib iPablUblnff 



AAlioations of P. J. Zenedy, 5 Barday 8i 1f.% 

JC^^ of Heaven, 24mo, (Prayer Book). Medium. Filoef 

jro from iW 

»^«y of Heaven, S2mo, (Prayer Book) Small. Prices up 

fix>m • aflO 

Klrwan Unmasked. Paper cover. ByAbp. Hog^., .18 

La Fontaine's Fables. Bed line, gUt edge 1JB6 

Last of t&e GathoUc O'Malleys .76 

L'Ange Gonducteur, (French Prayer Book) .76 

Ls^n Classics, Expurgated. Volume 1. Net JO 

Latin Classics, Ezpuigated. Volume 2. Net JSO 

Legends and Fairy Tales of Ireland SjOO 

Library of American Catholic History, 8 vols, set ... . 6.00 

Library of Catholic Novels, 6 vols per set. . 7.00 

Library of Catholic Stories, 6 vols ** HJBO 

Library of Controversy. Clifton Tracts, 4 vols ** 8.00 

Life of Archbishop Mac Hale. Paper .26, Cloth gOto LOO 

Life of Christ. By St. Bonaventure UBS 

The same, gilt edges LfiO 

Life of Pope Pius IX. By Monsignor B. O^BetUy. . . . 2.60 

Life of Robert Emmett. Bylfadden "^JSO 

Life of St. Bridget. Papercover 10 

Life of St. Ignattus, 2 vols. ByBartoli d.00 

Lif e of St. Liguorl. By Mullock JSO 

Life of St. Louis, King of France ,40 

Lif e of St. Mary of Egypt M 

Lif e of St. Patrick. By O'Leary, 16mo iJOO 

Lif e of St Winefrlde, 18mo. Cloth 60 

Lif e Stories of Dying Penitents .TS 

Lily of Israel, Life of the Blessed Viigln Maiy .76 

Little Flowers of Piety, (Prayer Book), 1.75-1.26 and. . •7& 

Little Follower of Jesus. By Bev. A. M. Orossi. .TS 

Little Lace Maker or Eva O'Belme .TS 

''^Je Lives of the Qreat Saints. By John O^Kane * 

Hurray tJOO 

Ltctie Manl BL Trinity, (Prayer Book). Prices up from .75 
Little Office of the Immaculate Conception. Per 100 

net ..^ &80 

lives of St. IgniUus and bis Companions .91 

Catholie Prayer-Books^ 26c., 60., up to 12 00 

^7* Any of above books sent finee by mail on receipt oC 
inrlce. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above books, tt 

5hom liberal terms will be given. Address 
*• J. KBNBDT. Excelsior Catholic PiAUddM 
BOttM, S Sarcktif Struts If9W rsrNb 



faMiofttlOBi of P, J. Zenedy , 6 Barclay St. W, T, 

LtTW of tbe Japanese Maityn. 8pino]a,etc .75 

Louisa Klrkbrtoe. By Be?. A. J. Tb^tMUid, 8. J IJBO 

hoteotCbtiaL By St. Liguorl A> 

Haidens of Hallowed Names. By Be?. Gbas. Flooiillto 

8.J : LOO 

JUtteeeOrossandaPalntliigaaditsMlsBfoii. .40 

Manual of tbe BL Trinity, (Prayer Book). Friees 

upwards from 100 

Manual of Oattiolic Prayers. (Prayer Bo(^. PiloeB 

upwards from Jff 

HaMloftbeOhildren of Mary. i48jaegak JEO 

The same, for Pupils of tbe Sacred Heart JB6 

MiAual of the (3ruciflzion, (Prayer Book). Prices 

upwards from .68 

M^ Brooke. By Anna H. Dorsey. New edition... ... L26 

Meditations on the Incarnation. StLiguorl 79 

Merchant of Antwerp. By Hendrik Gonsdoice. 1JB6 

Minor of True Womanhood. By Bev. B. O'Beilly. . . . 9JS0 

The same, gilt side and edges 8.00 

^ Mirror ** and ** True Men **— 2 vols, in one, gilt. . . 9M 
Mission Book, ISmo, (Prayer Book). Prices upwards 

from "1 

MiSBion Book, 24mo, (Prayer Book). Prices npwanU 

from .GO 

ifisslon <}ro8B and Convent at Bt. Mary*s .TS 

Mission and Duties of Young Women, By Be?. 0. L 

White, D.D .60 

Monsieur le Gur6. Dnma. Net M 

Month of Mary. By D.Roberto M 

Moore^s Poetical Works, Ck>mplete. Octavo q^Ut 8.00 

Mother (30080 Melodies* For Children .20 

Mother^s Sacriiloe. By Christine Faber IJK 

Mysteries of the Living Rosary. Per hundred Elieets 

Net 2JS0 

Mannette*s Marriage. Translated from the French. . . .78 

Nelligan's Speeches and Writings. IM 

Mewlrelana By A. M. Sullivan U98 

II . ^ 

CathoUc Prayer-Booka, S5c, 60o., up to 12 00 

^7* Any of above books sent free by mail on recetpl 
€f price. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above book^ 
to whom liberal terms will be s^ven. Address 

F' J. KBNEDY, EzceMor CathoUc PilbUsIilQf 



Ptttliofttlons of 1 ^J. genedy, 6 Barclay 8t, g> !• 

Hem Seraphic Manual, (Prayer Book). For uw c^ 
members of thlrA order Bt. Fronds. Clotti, rod 

edge Jli 

New Testament, 18mo. Small edition, good ^rpe M 

Mew Testament, Octavo. liarge type, yellum clotli L50 

New Testament in Spanish. El Nuevo Testamento. . . . IJO 

Nobleman of '89. By M. A. Quinton IM. 

Qramaika. A Catholic Indian Story 7S 

Our Gountry, History of the U. S. By John 6. Shea... JO 

Pastor^s Visit to the Science of Salvation .60 

Peurl in Dark Waters .75 

Pocket Key of Heaven, (Prayer Book). Prloet range 

upwards from M 

lvx)r Man's (Catechism. By Rev. Mannock, O. S. B. . . .10 

PrairieBoy. A Story for Boys .7S 

Prayer, the Great Means of Salvation. By St. Ugaori. .00 

Priests^ Blessing, or Desthiy UBS 

Procter's Poems. Bed line, gilt edge 1.90 

Frocter*s Poems. Presentation edition. Octavo.... 4.00 

Purgatory Opened. Month of November ^ 

^een's Confession. B^RaouldeJ^avery..._. • TO 



• • • 



Beligion and Science. By Father Bonayne, 8. J . . 

Rival Mail '^«^rrierB. Drama. Net M 

Bodrlguez. i)hrlstian Perfection, 8 vols.. 4.00 

Home, its Churches, Charities and Schools IJOO 

Bosario, a Tale of the Sixteenth Century .70 

BosaryBook. Illustrated. Paper Cover..: .10 

Boseof St. C^ermains, or Florence O'Neill .180 

Bose of Venice. A Story of Hatred and BemonM. .70 

Sacred HistoiT. By Biuiop Challoner .00 

Scapular Book, approved by Abp. of New York .10 

Seraphic Staff— Sd Order St. Francis. JBO 

SevenofUs. Stories for Boys and Girls .70 

Silvia, a Drama by John Savage. Net .00, 

! Sixteen Names of Ancient Ireland. O'Leary M 

Solitarv Island. By Rev. John Tftlbot Smiui LS 

Sophie's Troubles. By Comtesse de Segur .75 

louthem Catholic Story. Minnie Mary Lee. IM 

CaihoHic Prayer-Booka^ 25o., 50o., up to 12 OO 

^7* \ny of above books sent free by mail on i>6w«i|i| 
of price. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above U>^ln^ 
to whom liberal terms will be gtveo. Address 
P I. KBNBDY, Excelsior OathoUo PuUinlBt 



ynMIoationt off, J. gentAy, 6 Barolay 8t. V.Y^ 

ftwecbes from fbe DocIl, Emmett, Wolfe Tone, etc.. .. tJB6 

r It of St IdgaorL Visits to Blessed Sacrameot.. ... in 
John^s Manual, (Prayer Book). Prloes upwards 

trom LOO 

StBtioDs of the Otobb. By Bey. O. J. Mlsdzlol. Paper. .10 

Stories for Catholic Children. Re7. Gnissi IXX) 

ftory of Italy, or Llonello. ByBresciani L86 

Strayed from the Fold. Minnie Mary Lee 1J3S 

Sunday School Teacher's Class Book. Per doz. net. . . . IU90 

SyhU, a Drama. By John Savage. Net .60 

Sure Wayto find out the True B^lgion. Rev. Baddeley. wSS 

Tales of Flemish Life. By Hendrik Conscience L26 

Talks about IrelP'>d. By James Redpath. Paper.... .80 

Think Well On^ By Bishop Challoner. w40 

Three Kings of Oologne. Rev. Titus Joslin 80 

Tracts for the Young— Ist and 2d Series. Each .50 

True Men as we need Them. Bev. B. O^Beilly 1US0 

Turf Fire Stories and Fairy Tales of Ireland UBS 

Two Cottages. ^ Lady Fullerton .50 

Two Brides. By Rev. Bernard O'Beilly IJBO 

Universal Irish Songster. Profusely Illustrated 1.60 

Ursuline Manual, (Prayer Book). Prices upwards from JIB 

Tision of Old Andrew the Weaver 60 

Tisits to the Blessed Sacrament. Red edges 60 

Vultures of Erin. A Tale of the Penal Laws lSI6 

Waiting for the Train. Drama. Net JSi 

Western Missions and Missionaries. De Smet 2.00 

Wild Irish Girl. LadyMoi%;an 1.00 

Willy Reilly. Large edition. 12 full page illustrations. 1.26 

Within and Without the Fold 1.26 

Tear with the Saints, 12mo. Red edges. Net. 160 

Toung Captives. St. Augustine, etc .40 

Toung Poachere. Drama. Net .26 

Youth's Director. Familiar Instructions JBO 

Eozimus Papem. Blind Story Teller of Dublin .75 

Cathdlie Prayer-Bodk$, 26c., 60c., up to 12 00 

^7* Anv of above books sent free by mail on reoei|»»Qf 
price. Agents wanted everywhere to sellat)ovebooki,ti 
Idiom liberal terms will be given. Address 
IT J*. KBNBDT, Excelsior Catholic PoUkUHr 



